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The following Addreſs to the Public aſſſieared in the 
former Edition, firinted for Mr. Waller, in 1772. 


— ———— 


TO THE PUBLIC. 
A Paltry Collection of Songs having lately 


made its Appearance, to which the Publiſher 
has, with uncommon Effrontery, prefixed 


my Name as the. Editor, and upon my dil- 


claiming the Impoſition, has even had the 
Aſſurance, in a public Advertiſement, to 
aſſert that he-had my Authority for ſo doing ; 
although I have more Veneration for the 
Public, than either to trouble them, or load 
the daily Papers with an Altercation be- 
tween a little Country Shopkeeeper and a 
Ballad-maker, yet I once for all beg Leave 
to ſtate the real Fact. | 


About four Years ago I exhibited my 
LECTURE at /Yhitehaven, and having Oc- 
caſion to uſe this Man's Shop, he took the 
Opportunity of ſoliciting me to give him a 
few Comic Songs, © becauſe he had a Mind 
to publith a Volume to pleaſe his Cuſtomers 
in the Part of the Country where he lived; 
and at the ſame "Time opening a Song 
Book, ſhewed me ſeveral under my Name, 
which he told me he purpoſed to print in his 
Collection: My Reply was; —< Sir, There 
is not one of thoſe printed as I'wrote them; and 
* Jome to which my Name is affixed, are really. 
ot mine. But, Sir,” replied my Chap- 
man, © will you pleaſc to give yourſelf the 
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* Trouble to mark ſuch of them as are 
« yours.” May really, Sir, I am aſhomed 
« of them.” — Lord Sir, they'll do very well 
« here; pray, Sir, take the Book home, and 
be fo obliging as to mark them for me,— 
And, if it would not give Mr. Stevens too 
much Trouble, I ſnould be greatly obliged 
ik he would juſt put a Mark upon any 
other Songs in the Book that he thinks 
« worth printing,” —This was done, and the 
Volume returned the next Day. 


From hence I could not imagine he would 
do more than inſert my Name to the Songs 
I had owned: and I ſolemnly declare he had 
no Authority trom me to uſe it otherwiſe.— 
What I did was- a meer Act of common 
Civility I had not then, nor have I ſince, 
had any Connections with the Man; and 


upon this Ground alone he has had the 


Modęſiy to charge me with a Breach of Pro- 
miſe by my Diſavowal.—This, among other 
Reaſons, has induced me to publith my own 
Songs, which | now claim as Property, and 
have entered in the Hall Books of the Stati- 


oners' Company. 
J. A. STEVENS. 
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ADVERTISEMEN T. 
—ͤ — — — 


HE Writer of theſe Ballads, by way 

of Preface, begs leave to introduce a 

Hragmeut, which he happily met with among 

the MSS preſerved in that ineſtimable recep- 

tacle of curioſities at Che/ſea, well known to 

the Literati of all nations, under the denomi- 
nation of Don Saltero's Coffee-Houſe. 


This Fragment, indeed, bears no marks 
of antiquity ; yet the origin as well as pro- 
greſs of Muſic and Poetry is here traced with 
uncommon perſpicuity ; and it is greatly to 
be lamented that the Author himſelf could 
not be conſulted, for putting the finiſhing 


hand to ſo arduous and elaborate an under- 
taking. 
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IIIsroRY of CHOICE SPIRITS, 
BALLAD-SINGING. _ 
UBAL, or Twba/ Cain, was the firſt com- 
poſer of tunes; his lyre preceded Orion's, 
Amphion's, and even the harp of Orplieus. 


Orion, when making his voyage upon 


the dolphin's back, invented Water Muſic. 
 Amfphion introduced Cotillons as well as 
Country Dancing. 

Orpkens, to pleaſe his Eurydice, exhibited 
the firſt Harmonic Meeting. 

And on the mountain Grhe/lo, Circe held 
her firſt Court for Cons. The magazines of 
the ancients, thoſe moſt uſeful repoſitories 


of ready-made erudition, tell us, that Bacchus 


inſtituted a club at this very period, called 
ine pace, or Barchaiites, and which are now 
called the Bucks; as it appears, not only by 
Nimrod's ancient charter, depoſited in the 
archives of the Beoy/ouinu Lodge, in the en- 
virons of Sci, but alſo by the authenticated 


records belonging to the Pewter-Pl/atter in 


Biſſtotſnate Prei iu. 


And in theſe two bodies of that noble and 


ancient order, the following engraving of the 
ſamous Cobſet, or Cup, uſed by the Grand 
Buck at Rome, when he celebrated the Secular 
Cames, is here addreſſed, with its original 
Inſcription, and a Tranſlation, for the mutual 
entertainment of thoſe diſtinct clafſes of 
Critics, the Lear Unicarned, who al- 
ternately take M all converſations. 
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23 
POCULUM POCULORUM; 
Or, The CUP of CUPS. . 


Bene Vobis. Bene Mili, 
B-ne ami. & mew, 
Bene omnibus nobis; 
Bene cui non invidet mihi, 
Et eo cui naſtro gaudgo gaudet. 


THUS TRANSLATED: 


Here's to T hee ;—Here's to Me, 
On our abſent Friends we'll think, 
To our noble Selves we'll dru:k ; 
Then to him, from Envy free, 
Who loves Fun like you and me. 


ED) 
The reaſon for introducing this Antique un- 


to the reader's acquaintance 1s, according to 
the modern cuſtom of book-making, to thew 


the Author's erudition; which is ſtill farther. 


diiplayed in the following account of Choice 
Spirits. 3 

After Circe's elopement with Uſes, they 
became wanderers upon the face of the earth, 
and like 7erzs and /ro/ling Players, continue 
Itinerants even unto this day; they have never- 
theleſs multiplied exceedingly, propagating 
their convivialities into the different Orders 
of Gries, Gregs, and Gregerians ; Autigallicans, 
Free Maſons, and Macaroui; — Sous of Sound 
Senſe and Satisfaftion ;— Sons of Kit, and Old 
Souls; True Blues, Purples, and Albious ; — 
Ilie Beef Steak, Jockey, and Catch Clubs; — The 
Magdalens, and Lumber Troop, with many 
others; all which acknowledge the affinity 
they bear to their paternal Society, by cele- 
brating their Evening Myſteries with a Soug 
and a Sextiment. | 
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The Choice Spirits have ever been famous 


for their talents as muſical, artiſts. They 
uſually met at the harveſt-homes of grape- 
gathering: there, exhilarated by the preſlings 
of the vintage, they were wont to ſing ſongs, 
tell ſtories, and ſhew tricks, from their firſt 
emerging, until their Perihelion under the 
preſidentſhip of Mr. George Alexander Stevens, 
Ballad-Laureal to the Society of Choice Spirits, 
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and who appeared 9 855 
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nelagh in the charac- 


4 
ter of Comus, ſupported by thoſe drolls of 


merry memory. 
Unparalleled were their performances, as 


firſt F.fts upon the Sa/t-Box, and inimitable the 
variations they would twang upon the forte 


and piano Fews-Harp. Excellent was Howard 


in the Chin Concerto; whoſe noſe alto ſupplied 
the melodious tones of the Bagpite. Upon 
the S/zccado Matt. Skheggs remains ſtill- unri- 
valled ;—and we cannot now boaſt of one 
real genius upon the manly muſic of Aar- 
row-Bones and C/eavers. 

Every thing muſt ſink into oblivion ;— 
—* Corn now grows where Troy Town flood. 
Rane/agh may be metamorphoſed into a Me- 
thodift Meeing Houſe ! Vauxhall cut into Skitt/e- 
Alleys! the two Theatres converted into 


Action- Rooms; and the New Pantheon become 


the ſtately habitation of fome Jew Pawn- 
broker: nay, the Sous of Liberty themſelves“ 
11 * 
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Catera deſunt. 


PROLOGUE. 


Ty ROUGH gloomy grove, along the Lawn, 
Or by the fill Brook's fide, 

When the Day's ſable fhiroud is drawn, 

Then Gl:rfts are ſaid to glide. 


Ne ſaly Moonſhine's ſilv'ry gleams 
Seem dancing down the glade, 
Mingling 'midft fhadowy forms its beams, 
Which ſcare the trembling Maid. 


Tie Traw'ler oft is aht to ſee, 


Throughtwilight's duſty veil, 
A Gient in each Hedge-row [ree, 
While Phantoms fel! the Dale. 


So ramblins Readers may condemn 
"Ti.is Book of medley Khimes, 

JFTieſe Errors «ill aſiſ ear ro them 
Ali of Giant Crimes. 


Already mari ;—Sir Cynic /cowl', 
Rage wwrinkling on his brow, 


To fee, O flame ] two am'rous Owls, 


Inſtinctive on yon Bough, 


With ontfhread lian ds, and uficaft eyes, 
As Bigots tell their flories, 
II. o'er-xcalous Commentator cries, 


O Tempora! O Mores ! 


But why ſhenld Critics car at Songs? 
Or Claffic Scales ajijily ? 
To them alone this freight belongs, 
Mod rather laugh than cry. 


For neither Pedant nor fer Pride, 
Theſe Sornets took their birth : 

But are dijl'd uh, as fileaſant Food, 
For Soxs of SoCl ali aAlnngt 


SONGS, 


COMIC ax SATYRICAL. 


i SONG J. 
ORIGIN or ENGLISH LIBERTY. 


To its own Tine. 


| NCE the Gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 

i Large bowls of rich nectar were quaiting, 
Merry Momus among them appear'd as a gueſt, 

I Homer ſays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


This happen'd fore Chaos was fix'd into form, 
While Nature diſorderly lay ; 
While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm, 
[ And uproar embroil'd the loud fray, 


1 On ev'ry Olympic the Humouriſt droll'd, 
I! So none cou'd his jokes diſapprove ; 

He ſung, reparteed, and ſome odd ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove: 


| Sire, —Mark how yon matter is heaving below, 
| Were it ſettled *twou'd pleaſe all your Court; 
7 Tis not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs, you know ; ; 
Pray people it, juſt for our ſport. 


| Wb nodded aſſent, all Olympus bow'd down, 
At his Fiat Creation took birth; 

he clond-keepi eping Deity ſmiPd on his throne, 
Then announc'd the production was Earth. 


o honour their Sov*reign each God gave a boon ; ; 


Apollo = it Light; 
'he Goddeſs of Child-bee difpatch'd: us a « Moon, 


To filvor the ſhadow of Night. 
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The Queen of Soft-withes, fonl Vulcan's fair bride, q 
Leer'd wanton on her Man of War; | 


Saying, as to theſe Earth-folks ['Il give them a guide, Fe 
So ſhe ſparkled the Morn and Eve Star. 1 

From her cloud, all in ſpirits, the Goddeſs up ſprang, 3 oy 
In ellipfis each Planet advanc'd ; | 

The Tune of the Spheres the Nine Siſters ſang, #F T 
As round Terra Nova they danc'd. & v 


E'en Jove himſelf eou'd not inſenſible ſtand, 
Bid Saturn his girdle faſt bind, 3 
The Expounder of Fate graſp'd the Globe in his 
hand, * 

And laugh'd at thoſe Mites call'd mankind. 


From the hand of great ſove into Space it was hurt'd; = 
He was charm'd with the roll of the ball, $7 
Bid his daughter Attraction take charge of the world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 3 


Miss, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 1 
1 round. 3 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies, and plains; 
The ſelf-balanc'd orb in an atmoſphere bound, 

Prolific by ſuns, dews, and rains. 


With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſne India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear, 
What was ſit for each clime on each clime ſhe bo- 


ſtow'd, 
And Freedom ſhe found flourith'd here. 4 
The blue-ey'd celeſtial, Minerva the wiſe, Stre 
Ineffabl \ Cnil'd on the ſpot; Ane 
dear, ſays plum'd Pallas your laſt gift I prize, WI 
"Bc excuſe me, one thing is forgot. | 
Licentiouſneſs Freedom's deſtruction may bring, — 
Unleſs prudence prepares its defence; 
The Goddeſs of rm) bid Iris take wing, Os 


And on _— "12508 $ Common-venſe, 


ar, 
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Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 


As guardians to cheriſh the root; 
The bloſſoms of Liberty gaily gan ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit. 


Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty ſo rare, 
Oh preſerve it as pure as 'twas giv'n; IG 
We will while we've breath, nay we'll graſp it in 
| r 
And return it untainted to Heav'n. 


%%% %“ 


ORIGIN OF FACTION. 


Tune. I am, queth Ajollo, when Dajthne, &c. 
N hiſt ries of Heathens, by which tutors train us, 
the ſalt-water Sov'reign is call'd Oceanus; 
is ſpouſe was deliver'd, by man-midwife Triton, 
Of this ſea-girt iſland, his fav'rite Britain. 
The Naiads were Nurſes; old Trident declar'd, 
To embelliſh his offspring no pains ſhould be ſpar'd: 
By flying fiſh drawn, to Olympus he drove, 
And petition'd the Gods, that his ſuit they'd approve. 


If Quoth Jupiter, Ill make it King of the Sea: 


Avaſt | reply'd Neptune, pray leave that to me: 

I'll guard it with ſhoals, __ PII make their lads 
Seamen : Wie? | 

Strong Hercules hollow'd out, I'll make em Freemer. 


And what will you make, Venus whiſper'd to Mars ? 
mg ks make all Soldiers, that Ne. don't make 


ars. | | >, 

Momus ſmil'd, as that droll always merrily. means; 
He begg'd they'd go partners, and make em Marines. 
Quoth Saturn, much time PH allow em for thinking; _ 
Buck Bacchus reply'd, no, allow it for drinking: 
But Mercury anſwer'd, a hg for your Wine, | 
The art of Is Card-playing's mine. 
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By Styx, quoth Apollo, but Hermes you're bit ; 
ainſt Gaming I'll ſend em an antidote, —Wit : 
In England, laygh'd Momus, Wit no one regards, 
Save that ſort of Y Wit that's in Playing your Cards. 


Well, well, reply'd Phœbus, I'll mend their con- 
ditions, 

I'll teach em to fiddle, and ſend them Phyſicians, 

Mong Fidlers, quoth Momus, true — 5 ſcarce; 


And as to your Doctorſhip. PH“ a Farce. 


Says Venus, I'll people this Iſland with Beauties, 

And tempt Married- Men to be:true to their duties. — 

You to Married-Men's duty a friend! brawl'd out 
Juno, 

You're a ſtrumpet, you ft, and that I know and, 
you know. 

Then turning to Jove, who look'd pale, ſhe began, — 

— oil your, olympical gift: giving plan: 


us,. 
God Bacchus to co ae 3 raſh action, 
Commanded. — l Topic el 
Swift flitted. the Fiend, the. old er outſ] 


While Semele's ſon.ſent a Flaſk > His 3 


The Imp, by the blow, ſpeechleſs fell to the Caddy 
May Wine thus for even foul Fa#:or confound : 
Unanimity / that, that's the Toaſt of our Hearts, 


Though, no een $ toall a. 7 Parts. 
— — 


"THE RACE, 


* 
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$ the Farmer wert over his corn ripen'd land, 
And counted encreaſe of his grain, 

rlet poppirs. he ſaw down:the long furrows ſtand, 
Like Ems in 1 en Plain. | 


* 


erſelf not conſulted, ſhe vow d ſhe would wrong us, 
Blew a 1 from her inouth, and {ent Party among | 


Ten Rogen cn taſſting at Dollys window. 2 8 
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Quoth he, though in Learning Lam not well ſkill'd, 


In mem' ry this maxim I'Il keep, 3 
Thoſe weeds among wheat, ſhew when belly is fill'd 
We have nothing to do but to ſleep. _ 
Each ſcene of creation that ope's to our view, 

Aﬀords confemplation a theme, 


As bleſſoms enamell'd by drops of bright dew, = 


With di'monds ſo Couttzbeauties: beam. 


See grape to grape ſwelling, tranfparent on vine, 


That fruit is an emblem of bliſs; 


| Palmy lip to lip Lovers as luſciouſiy join, 
And the nectar enjoy of a Kils. - ä | 


While Britons;hke Britons, dare Engliſh Taſte own, 
.Suceeſs on our ſtrength could depend; 
We now, by importing enervate Bon Ton, © 
Jo impotent Halers ſcend. —— 5 
We wednwithout Love, we attempt without Powers, 
And ſtrengtlileſs, and ſenſeleſs, in ſwarms, 
Inſipid as butterflies, baſking on flowers, 
The fribbles fill fine women's arms. 


If Bacechns and Ceres were drove from Love's court, 


Die ſire muſt frozen depar t 
Roaſt Beef quantum /uff. and take tantum Red Port, 
They ſteel the mam-fpring of the Heart. 
Cou'd we. Venus conſult, why indeed ſo we may, 
Since each circle a Venus ſupplies, 
PII back my opinion, thoſe beauties will ſay 
A Milt ſah's the thing we deſpiſe. 
The Elixir of Love in our full bottles view, 
For Beauty's ſake Bumpers embrace; 
A= — in this Training we can't but come 
_ FAYougy, ; Ss Fe kgs | 
For Give-and- Take Plates in Love's Rare. 
Succeſs to that Meeting, where each a each, 
T en puſh forward to win, ot. 
or third, fourth, or fifth heats, they rallying ſtrete 
And, neck to neck, it Conde . EE. 
| B2 THE 


( 6.) 
L THE. WORMS. 
Tune, Men Strghon to Chloe made love his piretence. 
EE your diſtance, quoth King, who in lead 
Coffin lay, 10 
As beſide him they lower'd a ſhrowdleſs old Clay; 


The Mendicant aſe replied, with a ſneer, 
Miſter Monarch be ſtill, we are all equal here. 


Life's miſeries long I was forc'd to abide, 

Zy the Seaſons ſore pelted, ſore pelted by pride: 
And tho” clad in ermine, yet you've been diſtreſt. 
goth pur cares are now over, — ſo let us both reſt.” 


A committee of worms, Manor Lords of the Grave, 
Overheard em and wonder'd to hear the dead rave. 
Quoth the Chairman, Dare mortals fireſume thus to 
firate | 

When even we Ma ggots don't think ourſelves great? 
Inſane oſtentations, who brag of their births, 
Let are but Machines, mix'd of aggregate earths : 
They diſtinctions demand, with diſtinctions they 


meet, . 8 ö 
When we throw by the rich folks, as not fit to eat. 


& They are ſcurvy compounds of Debauch and Diſ- 
eaſe, 
5 Puts Adio of Sloath, or Vice run to the Lees. 
** By Euxury's peſtilence Health is laid waſte: 
And all they can boaſt is, —7hey're ſioi ſon'd in Taſte. 
4 Tis true, cries Crawlina, the Queen of the Worins, 
« They make upon earth immenſe noiſe with their 
forms, | | 
« Pon onner, With Peauties tho? ſo much I deal, 
On not one in ten I can make a good meal. 
„When we choſe to ragale, on the*dainties of 
_ charms, 45-40 oy | 
« We formerly fed on necks, faces, and arms; 
« Now Varniſh envenoms their tainted complexions, 
« A fine woman's features ſpread fatal infe E | 
. | | ot 
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„Not à worm of good taſte, and hen ton, J dare 


vouch, 


. A morſel of faſhion- made Beauties will touch. 


« A Quality Toaſt we imported laſt week— — = 
« Two. Maggots, my ſervants, dy d eating her check. 
V, ery odd, quoth a Critrc, Forms hold fuck diſtonrſe. 

Very odd, quoth the Author, that men ſhould talk 


worſe, 5 . | i bs. . 
Like Reptiles, we crawl upon earth for a term, | 


EZ Take wing for a while... then deſcend to a Worm. 


Dan Pohe declares all Human Race to be Worms; 
& Maids; Miſſes, Wives, Widows, all maggofty forms. 


X But of Worms;: and worms feeding, no more we'll 


repeat, 


Here's a glaſs, To the Dainty that's made for Man's: 


meat, 
© THE PICTURE. 
Tune. . K ine Song/ters too often aſtologies make. = 
ISHING well to good* folks, both on this | 


-. Ade af that, WW CSE 
By my own firexſide, with my Lafs, x. 1 


Not yawning; nor mute, but in ſpiritful cHat; => 


o Old England T'took off my'glaſs. 


— y Ef: Sgsde g ed gs 


Of all places Proafted' 7 R; 


She ſeem'd nat to heat; but herchieek-bltiſhes:ſpokE 


WWithlove-li ing laugh, ſhe reply'd, “I ſuppoſe 


The Wanton my Smtimeritigtels'd:. * . = 
Her boſom I preſd q, t. nty lips ĩt aroſ e; | 
The crimſon fill luſhtngherfiee; - © © - 
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Lou preſume I can gueſs at the place.” 
T anfwer'd, but firſt for my fee took a Kiſs, 
Where the Temple of Love we attend. 
3 © Beauty's 


68.) 


« Beauty's eolumns begin at the Fountain of Bliſs ; 6. 
In tapering outlines they end. 


On the top, at the Arch of Enjoyment unite, 
« Curl'd tendrils the Pediment grace; 

For Cupid's Pantheon, the Shaft of Delight, 
Muſt ſpring from the Maſculine Baſe. 

* If the Lady of this perfect Manſion you'll ſee,” 
As I ſpoke, gave my hand to the laſs, 

« Oh, by all means,” ſhe ſaid ;—* then my dear 

come with me ; 


So I led my Girl up to the glaſs. 


Off ſhe turn'd, with a pſhah yet no anger expreſt, - 


Good breeding ſcorns Prudery's ſkreen;; 


wr + our dinner-time toaſts, when we drink to the | 


e 
We only moſt excellent mean. 


Remember, my Bucks, when you're. aiming at t Jokew: 


Be ſure make the moſt of a Teſt ; 
Not like the aſſembly of impotent: folks, 
Who prove therſelves....5ad at the be/?. 


Our Youths in their waiſts are now ſcarcely a ſpan, - 
An inſenſible, expletive crew. 

When Lovelinefs weds one, in hopes of a Man, 
*Tis the worſt thing a Lady can do. 


Here's to Beauty a Toaſt, fir, but not Face alone,- 


Lower yet lies the Circle of- Grace; 
Beneath, where in centre Love buckles her Zone, 
The Point of Attraction we place. 
Let your Bottles, like 2 have elliptical ſweepa 
Geometriſts mind what I ſay, 
May beautiful Parallels diſtances keep, 
0 give e way. 


SILENUS 


t 
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SILENUS. AND CUPID 
Tune... Derry down. 


NID ſent on a-meſlage one evening by Venus, 
As ill luck would have it, was met be Silenus; 

The big-belly'd Sot aſk'd the Urchin to play, 

And the ſilly, lad gam'd all Love's weapons away. 

| | Derry down, &c 


His Bow from the Bubble, tlie old Gambler drew, 
And into-a-crutch-headed Stick turn'd the Vew: 

The String was tough Catgut, Si. ſwore it was well, 
A ſtrong line he wanted, to ring his Bar Bell. 


Love's Arrows were Cane; he divided the joints, 
Pipe-ſtoppers the ends made, and Pick-teeth the- 
oints. | | a 

The Feathers to bruſh down his tables were clever; 
And to a Tobacco-pouch turn'd the boy's Quiver, 
For pipe- lighting Matches he choſe: Billet=deaux, 
And away, at cach puff, went a Sonneteer's Vous. 
His Tinder was drawn from the brains of the Jealous, 
And long-bottled Sighs he preſerv'd for his Bellows. 


Hermes took the lad home, told the ſtory to Venus, 
She daſh'd down her tea-cup, and flew to S:lenus : 
Then threaten'd her Captain ſhau'd kick the old 
Clown; * | j 
But he laugh'd, and he fmoak'd, . and he ſung Derry 
down. | 1 
Shen ſquees d his hard hand, and his filthy. beard 
ſtroak'd, Wt | 
Nay kiſsꝰd him, tho' with his tobacco fumes choak'd : 
Tn begg d the boy's Arms, but Si. ſwore, with a 
rown; | ] 
He'd be damn'd if he gave them for her Derry down. 


( 10 ) 
She whipt her. doves back, vaſtly. piqu'd you may 


zueſs, 
In Synod celeſtial demanded Redreſs: 
Jove laugh'd at the jeſt, and lie vow'd, by his crown, 
When Spouſe rall'd hereaiter he'd ling. A down., 


'MOR AL. 


Ye Huſbands, t99 fond; who are feminine- 550d, 

Hud tamely, by Petticoat Government rul d, 

Reſiſt peur Wrues Railings, their ſurill trebles drown, + 

By /meakings andying ag 25 Dow, derry down. - 
Nur . &c: 


—_—. 


— 
— — 0 
„ 


. 


'THE DIVORCE. 
Tune... Ola. women tue are, 2 e wile in the chair, 


0 more let defections of wedlock be Blani'd,, 
To be ſure of grave Cato you've heart; 
In morals more ſtrict not a man cou' d be nam' d, | 
Vet his; wife to a friend he transferr d. 


In Rome they encouraged no Trials crim. con. 
Ih France, Cuckold: making's a jeſti; 
And, I truſt; in fe years, Nee zon, © 
We ſhall be as — — as the beſt. : 4 
"Tiswaſthyammenſescagd hopridly low / | 
es a Ty after — e is paſt, 
That * Huſband ſhou'd. be ſuch a. Higus not ta 
J 


His I. ady” s affeftions-can't laſt. | 
For, hroken in Fortune, and ruin'dim Health; | 

To patch up both Perſon and Purſe, 
His Honour addrefles:ſome+Ciuzen's:Wealth, 

And the Daughter accepts, as his Nurſe. 


Too 


EW TY 


Too oft, for the ſake of a Title impure, 

Doom'd Beauty is forc'd from her vows, 
To unite with a Blank, for upon the Grand Tour 
, XZ Foreign Vice has diſabled the Spouſe. 
In defence of the Fair, Satire openly ſtands, 

And forbids the vague Spendthrifts to roam; 
XZ Wives have too much ſtock lying dead on their hands 

When Huſbands are Bankrupts at home. 


Cenſure no married Dame, asthe trade's ſo decreas'd, 

Heavy Intereſt, Principal clogs ; 

When — have furniſh'd an exquiſite feaſt, 
Muſt their dainties be thrown to the dogs? 


Then Divorce. , but we laugh at ſuch frivolous things, 
Having here no intention to part * - 

We are wed to our Wine ; Wine regen'rates the 

ſprings | 

Of that ſelf-moving muſcle the Heart. 

Though to Wine we are wed, yet we do not think fit 
To be tied down for better for wore, 

If our landlord Adultery dares to commit, 
At once we demand a Divorce. 


But at preſent I hope, with an Engliſhman's eaſe, 
We enjoy both our Wine and our Wives; 

By Liberty bleſt, with the pleafure to pleaſe, 
May we live. ., all the days of our lives. 


— — — x 
. NUNC EST BIBENDOURI. 
Tune.... Moggy Lauder. 
\ | OW we're free from College Rules, 
r 


From Common-place-book reaſon, 
om trifling ſyllogiſtic Schools, 
And Syſtems out af Seaſon; 
Never more we'll have deſin'd, 


if Matter thinks or thinks not; 


(+12) ) 


All the matter we (hall mind, 
Is —he who drinks—or- Alke not. 


Metaphyfic'ly to trace, 
The mind, or Soul rated; 
Or prove Infinity of Space, 
By-ceuſe on cauſe-aftected ; 
Better Souls we can't becatie 
By immaterial- thinking ; 
And as to Space, we want no room, 
But room enough. to drink in. 


Plemm, vacuum, minus, fins, 
Are learned words, and rare too 
1 hoſe terms our Tutors may diſcuſs, 
And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too. 
A Plenum in our Wine we thaw, - 
With Plus, and Plus behind, ſir, 
And when our Caſh is miaus, - low, 
A Vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


Cohernicus, that learned ſage, 
ane Delos error proving 

Declares in] can't tell vmat page 
The. Earth round Sol is moving 

But which goes round, what's tlat to us! 
Each is, perhaps, a notion; 

With Earth, and Sun, we make no fuſe, 
But mind the Bottle's motion. 


Great Galileo ill was usd 
By Superſtition's fury; 
Antiſiodeums were abus d 
By ignoramus jury. 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy; 
For when we're drunk, "qa eft; 
We're tumbling, toply turv 


Newton talk'd of Lights and Shades, 
6 And different Colours knew, ſir, 


- 


4 ( 13 ) 


ag 

Pont let us diſturb our heads ö 
We will but ſtudy two, fir.— ob 
Miiite and Red our glaites boalt, - 

WF RefleRtion; and Refraction; 

After him we name our Toaſt 

die Centre of Attraction.“ 


2 


On that Theſis, we'll declaim, - | 
With Hratum, '/ufer firatum,,  - % 
FT here's mighty magic in the name, 
Tiis Nature's Poſtulatum. 

Pine, in Nature's next to love; 

8 Then wiſely let us blend 'em; 

Firſt tho', phyſically prove, 

Tat Nunc, nunc eſi bibendum. 


KD ++ NON 


ENGLISH LTrAN V. 
Tune... gen I enter'd my 1 eens, XC. 


| , NOa Stage Coach weaptlymay liken this Nation, 
4 Where Paſſengers ſeldom are pleas'd with 


* 


3 
$7 


4 
= 
9 


* 


4 their ſtationn 2 0 
Put wrangling, and jangling, and joſtling, and 
njumbling, A 
he Inſide- folksgrin, and the Qutſides aregrumbling. 
he Ins they are in, and the Outs they are out; þ 
Jo be in is the Riddle, which makes all thus route. 
W he Outs call the Miniſtry infamous elves 
W nd the Ins, when they're out, ſay the ſame things. 
themſelves. Rake 

is cunning Credulity ever enſlaves; 018 
he world is a Hot- bed, to raiſe Fools and Knaves: 
— pull this and that way, ſometimes pull together; 
ut Common: ſenſe ſcorns togo partners witheither, 


ply Country, my Freedom, and oh, my Religion! 
heſe tickle the ear, faith, like Maſiomet's 
is 


86:3 


"Tis the time's cant, the farce, the fineſſe of all ages, 
For what the beſt actors of, get the beſt wages, 


Oh my Country ! but hold, fir, on which fide the 
Tweed 9 ; 

Ia worth tul your words, of ye dinna tak hed. 

We give fro" to one fide, the other abuſe, 

Can the unborn their place of nativity chuſe ? 


Off Prejudice, off, to Oblivion's cave ; 

We boaſt we are Britons, as Britons behave : 
Can this, or that ſide of a ſtream alter nature) 
No....waſh thoſe reflections away in the water. 


Get, get, is the cry now, and get all ye can; 

If ye can get, get honeſtly ; get thopgWs the plan. 
Get one thing, and ev'ry thing elf& you'll obtain: 
For Honours are now humble ſervants to Gain. 


The African Slaye-dealers ſome may think baſe ; 
But what muſt they think....if at home *tis the caſe ? 
The Guinea Trade here keeps a market 'tis certain; 
And Yes and No's bought and ſold; more's the mis- 
fortune. | 2 


When a Beauty's enjoy'd by a Man of the Town, 

What he doated laſt week on, this week he'll 
diſown. * f 

The ſelf-ſellers thus become thoſe people's ſcoff, 

Who firſt turn'dthemproftitutes, then turn'd 'em off. 


May-all be turr'd off, who thoſe dealings befriended, 

Where honeſterfolks have been ſometimes ſufpended; 

May they die as they liv'd, by all good men abhorr'd, 

WE BrITons BESEECH THEE To HEAR Us, 
GOOD LOAD! 


—_—— 


THE 


(un 


— Taz MARINE MEDLEY. 
Firſt tune, .. Come and liſten to my ditty. 


OW ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us, 
Meſs-mates heave a hand with me, 
end a Brother Sailor Chorus, 
While he ſings our Lives at Sea: 
O'er the wide-wave ſwelling ocean, 
Toſs'd aloft, or tumbled low, 


As to fear, tis all a notion, 


When our Time's come we muſt go. 
Tune, .. Life is chequer'd. 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By topſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-fails, hand boys, hand; 
Now ſet the braces, 
Don't make wry faces, | 
But the lee-top ſail ſheets let go, 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
Take a ſwear, 
Yo! yo! yo! 
Firſt Tune again. 
Oh, ye Landmen, idly lyin 
All along: ſide — 5; , HEY 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 
Free from all but love's alarms ; 
While on billows, billows rolling, 
Death appears in every form, 
On no Lady bs we're lolling, 
No kind Kits can calm the Storm. 
| & But 


1609 
But loud peals, on peals are claſhing, 
Through rift rocks, the ſhritl wind ſhrieks; 


In our eyes tierce lightning flaſhing, 
Scorch the fails, and ſtench the decks. 


Purſting clouds upon us ouring, ] 
Plack -o'er{pread — Hes of day, 

Burying ſeas in whirlpools roaring, ; = 
Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. * | 


High the toſſing Tempeſt heaves us, * 
Tow'rds the Pole aloft we go, = 1 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us, I 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below. | 
In that dark deep, down, « agg down, = \- 
Down we fink from ſight of ſky, _ 
the ſwell, as inſtant up thrown, e 
Hark! what means yon diſmal cry 1 


The fore-maſt's gone, yells ſome ſad tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet bove deck. 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, yl 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. . | = TE 
Quick the lannyard's cut in pieces, | 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold, 


wn Plumb the well, the leak increaſes--- = p 
. Four feet water's in the hold. 
| A 
Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tearing, | 
it Warring waves around us foam, of 
| For the worſt, while we're preparing, 
| Nature ſinks, and ſighs for Home. 1 


There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little, lilping ſtrain, 

As round mother's knees they're playing, T 

Daddy ſoon will come again. 


Tune 


e 
Tune. Zar one morning a joily young Jar. 


If we muſt die, why die we muſt, | 
Tis a birth in which all muſt belay mun. 
When our debts due; for Death won't truſt, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun ; — 
As to Life's ſtriking its Flag, never tear, 
Our Cruiſe is out, that's all, my brother, 
In this world we've luff'd it up, thus, and no near, 
So let's ſhip ourſelves now for another. | 8 


4 =” REY Tune the firſt again. 


Overboard the guns be throwing, 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen maſt is going, 

On the lee beam lies the land. 
Riſing rocks appear before us, 

Hopeleſs, yet for help we call, 
6 ea breaks fatal o'er us, 

o the Storm's fell power we fall. 


Now Diſmay,. with proſpect horrid, 
Swells each ſleepleſs eye with tears; 
And Deſpair, with briſtly forehead, 
On each bloodleſs face appears. 
A ſtill we wait the Wave !--- | 
h* o'erwhelming Wave rolls mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our ſea-green grave, 
Hark, what means yon happy cry ! 


The Leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, | 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more ; [ 
Up and rig a jury Fore-Maſt, | 
She rights, the rights, boys, wear off ſhore. 
C2 Now 


FS 


Now my Hearts, we're ſafe from ſinking, 

| We'll again lead Sailors' lives; 

Come, the Can, boys, let's be drinking 
To our Sweethearts, and our Wives. 


9% ,“ 


REASON. 


Tune — Mien Fanny a Woman is growing afiace. 


of ſchools, E 
Sweet Sympathies prove the Philoſophers fools; 
Can all the claſp'd volumes of learned men's feats, 
Be equal to clafping one Beauty in ſheets? 


Go, Inflinf, call Reafon, and hear whathe'll ſay— 
The cowardly int keeps out of the way. _ 
Bolt the door then De/ire, we'll bilk him atleaſt, 
He may pick up our Offals, and rail at the feaſt. 


The union of Souls is a Taſk, words may try, 
But Lovers' Senſations Deſcriptions defy; 

To them only known, who voluptuouſly prove 
Affection's Enjoyment, the Phrenzy of Love. 


But hark! who is that we hear hobbling up ſtairs ? 
It is 3 quoth Fancy; — Oh is it! who cares? 
He's welcome, — a chair there —I hope he'll fit 

down: 7 
As he enter'd I ſmil'd, — he return'd me a frown; - 


My Laſs was before me, my Bottle between; 

In our looks we rejoic'd we juſt now were not ſeen; 

But when Pleafure prompts, Reaſon always ſneaks 
off ; | 

When over, he, butly-like, enters to huff. 


WE the heart feels oppoſe to the phraſes 


Juſt 


A 1 _— Fe Wn] 


» þ;% GIA Hit, kd 


E jp XZ 


ſes 


e 


Tuſt like an old Watchman, the Goblin was dreſt, 
Grey hears, pole and lanthorn, broad belt and long 


Veit; 
Young fellow, quoth He, it is time you ſhou'd 
think * 1 ; | ; 
Old fellow, quoth Me, it is time you ſhou'd drink. 


T-offer'd a Flaſk of Champaign, on my knee, 
And begg'd, as my Doctor, he'd drink for his fee; 
I prais'd his wiſe ſeeming, my praiſes prevail'd ; 
For Flattery's a noftrum which never yet faiFd. 


With Praiſes, with Bumpers, I ply'd him ſo long, 

That himſelf he forgot, and wou'd ſing us a Song; 

Aye and dance, nay a wench he wou'd have, and 
he ſwore; 

But attempting to riſe, he fell drunk on the. floor. 


As I order'd a Bed, ſays my love- looking Fair, 

As to Bed, my dear! Reaſon has no buſineſs 
there; 

The Senſes their title to that Manar prove, 

Let Reaſon ſleep on, while we waken to Love.“ 


IHE MORAL. 


Reaſon is but a Bugbear, to ſcare girls and boys, 
Wine-and women, without him, Experience en- 


| JOY$ 3 | 
That we're worthy thoſe Bleſſings, let Life's prac- 


tice prove, | | | 
May we never want Reaſon for Drinking or Love. 


THE 


VV THE RAILERS. 
Tune — Ve Ladies who drive from the [mote of the 9 4 * 
EHOLD on the brow the leaves play in the f 
While Cattle calm feed in the vale; ¶ breeze, 
As Lord of the hill and the dale. 
The playful Colts ſkip after Dams to the brook, 
The ſurface ſo ſmooth, and ſo clear, if you look 
It reflects the gay green on its ſides. 
The King of the walk dares to crow; 
No Nabob, nor Nimrod, enſlaving the Eaſt, 
Beneath the ſtill Cow, Nancy preſſes the teat, 
Her face ike theruddy-fac'd morn; 


E 20-3 
Town 
B Church ſpire tapering, points through the trees, 
The brook flow and filently glides ; 
In Farm-yard, by his feather'd Seraglio careſs'd; | 
Such proweſs with Beauty can ſhew. 
Loud ftrokes in the barn the ſtrong Threſhers re- 


Or winnow for market the corn. ſpeat,. F 

Induſtrious, their Wives, at the doors of their cots, 8 His 
Sit ſpinning, dreſs'd cleanly, tho' courſe. Re 

To their Babes, while unheeding the Traveller trots, — 1 
They ſhew the fine Man and his Horle. « A 

At the heels of the Steed, bark the baſe village * V 
Each Puppy rude echo beſtirs; [Whelps, | 

But the Horſe, too high bred, bounds away from-. « [3 
Diſregarding the clamour of Curs. ¶ their yelps, 

IIliberal Railers thus envy betray, 8 Ane 

When Merit above them they view ; 

But Genius diſdains to turn out of his way, In! 
Or affor'd a reply to the Crew. Wh 


To contempt and deſpair, ſuch inſanes we commit; 
But to generous Rivals, a Toaſt, — 
4 rich Men reward honeſt Fellows of wit, 


ere's a health to thoſe Dunces hate moſt. - 
THE 


*. 


F .. | Wc | 
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1 THE ARTISTS. 
4 Tune. To Man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway.” 


RUDE Pallas obſerv'd to the Demirep Queen 
3 Dear Venus, what is ittheſe Engliſh fo ksmean? / 
IF Their Iſland is favour'd beyond other Iſles, - 
was I gave them Sapience, and you beſtow'd * 
Nay ev'ry Immortal a bounty has ſent em 
And yet, like croſs children, all this can't content 
by. em. c | 
The Goddeſs of Grace, in love's ſoft, filver, tone, 
X Reply'd, © 'twas. immenſe, immenſe odd the mult * 
L own; | 1 
Wet us trip down to Earth, juſt to ſee the affair, 
it is only through Atmoſphere taking the air; 
I've my Doves at the door, come, dear creature, 
7 with me;“ 
Away in a Whirlwinck they whiſk dis a vis. 
From Council Jove miſs'd them, enquiring about, 
His feather-heel'd poſt-boy diſcover'd their route; 
Replies the ſæy ruler, © they've no buſineſs there, 
In Britain there always is beauty to fpare ; 
= © And as to Dame Wiſdom, by Styx I aver, . 
& © While Faction ſtays with them they won't em- 
= * ploy her. | err 
4 * with them Hermes, away flew the 
8 od, , 8 
And the yielding clouds cut with his ſnake-twiſted 
rod; | 4 
In London, from place to place, queſtioning, flew,” | 
Mere is M iſdom but where, indeed nobody knew. | 
He return'd with a tale, with a tale melancholy, . 
That Wiſdom eloft d into Scotland with folly: | 
| ere 


he 


8, 


„ 


&« have you een 2" 


Cries the. King of the Cyclops, © My Mean eng, j 


„Queen? 


« T left her emſiloy d with her Handmaids, the G ragesy | 


« By Science requeſted to finiſh his Faces: 
« Here's the name of each. Genius with: whom fes a 


cc gueſt, 


66 REvyNoLDS, GAINSBOROUGH, MoRTIMER, 
« Myers, Dance,: WEST.“ 


Vulcan row'd he wou'd fetch her, You ſhan't, 


„ thunder'd Jove, 
« I encourage the Arts, and yon Iſland I love; 
Into Fate. I have look'd, and ere long I can ſee, 
What Athens was once, my Britannia will be; 
« So Lemnos be mute, Hæbe hand me the nectar, 


«. Here's Great-Britain's Artiſts, and GEORGE. 9 


their PROTECTOR.” 
ee 
THE DREAM. 


Tune... Piſſi abont tlie briſk Bowl. 


B* a whirlivind methought I through Æther was. 
EleQrie *mong Spirits of Air; [hurPd, 

Upborn by the clouds, welook'd down on the world, 
And odd exhibitions ſpy'd there. 


England's. Genius was there, bearing * 7 
crown, 
In proceſſion round Liberty Hall ;. 
2 __ her rich * Public Spirit pull'd: 
Own, 


And Folly broad grinn'd at her fall. 
In. 


, Miere is Venus“ quoth Mars, . ye, my N 7 | I 


(a 3 


In weather-houſe plac'd, to denote foul and fair, 
1 Two Figures are veering about; 
So pageants we ſaw, and we ſmil'd at their glare, 
A4 s they turn'd, with the Times, in and out. 


aces, 4 The Methodifts, maſk'd with Hyfocrify's face, 


Anathemas thunder'd aloud ; | 
So ſack Puddings joke, with diſtorted grimace, 
| Benettiag their Gudgeons,---the Crowd. 
Wit and Humour were there, drove from Dignity's 
| door, £ | 
That Stuidity's coach might have room; 
Debauch we ſaw open T:m/itation's baſe ſtore, 
And Diſeaſe taint Simpilicity's bloom. 
Stubborn Mill againſt Prudence was waging a fight, 
While Deſire oppos'd Duty ſtrong ; | 
The Paſſions conteſs'd Reaſon's Dictates were right,. 
Though themſelves ſtill re ſolv'd to be wrong. 


A wonderful Troop towards Weſtminſter bore : 
What wonders there are *rnong mankind | 
In gilt chariots Lawyers paraded hefore, 
On foot Fuftice follow'd behind. 


Church Perferments we ſaw---but reſpe& ſhall with-- 
| and | 

The abuſe that's pour'd forth on the Cloth; 
Stock Fobbers and Stateſmen we ſaw hand in hand, 
And Pride ſtood at har between both; 
Cent ier Cent had lain ſiege to [ntegrity's head; 

And Beauty was battering his heart ; 
Eaft India Succeſs ftrack Humility dead, 
And Title took Vanity'y part. 


Crafty Care and pale U/ury, two ſleepleſs hags; 

, Wealth o'erwhelm'd, yet untired with toil; 

Their heir, Diſſihation, we ſaw at their bags, 

Wich Hattery tharing the ſpoil. 8 
The- 


=— 


6-04. 7 | 
The mytt'ries of Trade;---but no longer I'll dwell, q 


On either the mighty or mean; 
From an Emperor's court to a Penitent's cell, 
Life's all the ſame laughable ſcene. 

"Tis a pititul piece, like a Farce in a Fair, 
Where ſhew, noiſe, and nonſenſe miſrule, 
Where tinſel paradings, make Ignorance ſtare, 

Where he who acts beſt—is the Fool, 


— — 


* = 'T 
INDEPENDENCY. 3 w 
Tune— 77 my dreſs, as my manners, i. ſimple and | By 
lain, By 
13 us laugh at the common diſtinctions of Jol 
State, | Co 
When merely from Title, men hold themſelves. Por 
great; | | } A oi 


If Merit wins Honours, the wearers we praiſe; 
But only the Mean homage Heraldry's Blaze. 
If you are a lineal deſcendant from Adam. 
Or ſpouſe can collateral claim from his Madam; 
O'er acres of parchment, tho? Pedigrees ſpread, 
Boaſt not how you're born, fir, but ſhew how 
you're bel.. | | 
You laurels diſplay, which your forefathers won; 
We allow hey did great things, but what have yox | 
a done ! 1 0 
The Covet, the Stubble, your Conqueſts proclaim, 
And your Country's preſerv'd - by the Laws of the 
1 Top ny 
Ve Lords of large-Manors., your flatt'rers diſband, 
What are you but teuants for Iiſe to the Land? 
Your lakes, gardens, grots, temples, buſts, pic- 
„ tures, plate, | 
Are things of the Inn, where in Life's-ſtage you bait, 


Awhile: 


( 25: ) 
& Awhile you the labours of Luxury bear, 


rin Time tells you out, to make room for your 

1 Heir ; 

The ſame round of riot, he runs for his day, 

X His ſucceſſor's ſummons, ſends him the ſame way. 

2X But Hz who exiſts in Infnity's State, | 
= VW hoſe hand holds the Sun, and whoſe Fiat is Fate; 


N To ſome has ſeat power, to others gives wealth, 
And to us, who are humble, his beſt Bleſhng— 
Health. | | 
To the Graces we nightly a ſacrifice make, 

Wit and Oo, the chairs, as our Toaſt-maſters 
U take, | 

and By their ſocial converſe, our time we improve, 
Weile Tenuderneſs lends us the daughters of Love. 

s of ZE Jolly Welcome attends M call, 

tves Common Senſe is our Cat'rer in Liberty Hall ; 

es For ou dith dreſsd there, all Court "Treats we re- 

oh ſign, | | 
Keep yourdiſtance, ye Kings! INDEPENDENT we 
dine. 

4 * —  ——_—— 

3 TOLL, LOLL, LOLL. 

on; TOS Tune— Black Joke. 

_—_ S one day at home in a maudliniſh mood, 

: Like dull Porter-drinkers, I drowſily ſtood, 

"FM Heavily humming out, Toll, loll, loll, loll. 

the The Fair of my Fancy whitk'd into the room, 
e All lovely ſhe look'd, like a May-morning's bloom; 
nd, Her form was, but forming a Simile's flat, 


Thiuk all that you can think, and ſhe was all that. 
I quickly left yawning, Toll, loll, loll. 


On 


( 26 ) | 


On a Sopha ſhe ſunk, as if failing in ſtrength, \ T 
Then gracefully wanton, fell back at full length, 1 
In attitude temptiugly, tuning Toll, loll. i 

I begg'd for the Words, but her ſmiling expreſs'd, | 

Nat Fords among friends? try the 7. ure "twill de II 
beſt. | 

"Twas a hint, and I inſtantly 'rofe to her wiſhes, . 

Fell into ber arms, there ſhe fed me with Kiſſes, = 


For Kiſſes are Symphonies, Toll, loll, &c. i 

As if juſt awaken'd, inclining her head, 3 
Her eyes pleaſure ſparkling, ſhort ſighing ſhe ſaid, 8 
„Ho ſweet is the ſound of Toll, loll ! 

All Art in Employment's profane Affectation, 1 
Poſſeiſion's true Pleaſure, is prompt Inclination; 
« When Souls in ſweet Uniſon, blend their Em- 
<« braces, | 1 
Then, then, and then only, Love's Gamut has 
« Graces.” b 


Toll, loll, loll, &c. 


It is Taſte to an Op'ra, to Pantomime Pleaſure, 
O'ercome by the magic of Harmony's meaſure, 
| And ieem to expire, with Toll, loll, Ioll, loll. 
But Nature's nice organs, have nobler ſenſations, 
Not bodileſs founds, but corporeal vibrations; 
In theſe dear Da Capos, both equal advancing, 
Elaftical Arteries full Chiords are Cancing, 
Toll, loll, loll, &c. | 
To practice Love's leſſon exceeds all the ſchools, 
Scariatti and Handel, and ſuch folks were fools, 
At Toll, loll, loll, loll, loll, lol, loll. 
They Harmony made of half Tones and whole, 
To lull lady's ears, but 'tis Love charms the Soul; 
When lips to lips turning foft Symphonies tender, 
The heart beating Preludes, denotes a ſurrender. 
Of Toll, loll, loll, loll. 
wr 'Tis 


{ #2 


Tis Muſic-and Love, or the muſic of loving, 
That only the life-which we live for is proving, ' - 
Toll, loll, loll, loll, lol, loll, loll, oll. 


Tho? int'reſt makes Freedom. pay Wedlock's ex- 
pences, 
Vet Low for Loveleads up the Dance ofthe Senſes; 
Where Jealouſy frights not, nor Folly is teazing, 
There we may enjoy the true pleaſure of pleaſing. 
| Toll, loll, loll, loll, &c. 


* * * * 
* „% „% „ 


TOLL, DE ROLL, LOLL 
Tune,— Let the Grave and the Gay. 
HEN the Deity's word 
Throughout Chaos was heard, 
And in order up roſe this vaſt ball; 
Land, Sea, and Sky rung 
With Creation's glad ſong, 
It was then a fine—Tol, de roll, loll. 


Inconſtant mankind * 
Could not keep in one mind, 
But into foul parties muſt fall; 
Gainſt Religion and State 
Rais'd a Pother and Prate, | 
And made a ſad—Toll, de roll, loll. 


= On the Sea-circled land, 
Buy great Nature's command, 

Freedom ſtopp'd at Integrity's call; 
* Genius appear'd, | 
In full chorus was heard, | 

Lov'd Liberty's ſong—Loll de roft: 

On each diſtant ſhore 
We have ſung it encore, 


And are ready, 5 lads, One and An, 


* 


Td 
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To ſound the ſame Strain, 

Tho' I think France and Spain | 
Have enough of our—Loll de roll, lokh / 
All the Noiſe that our Foes 

Took ſuch pains to compoſe, 

Not a Heart of Oak's Ear could appal; 
- But the Dons and Mounſeers 
Were ſtruck dumb with three cheers, 
They're the Engliſh Tar's Toll de roll, Joll: 


At the place Minden nam'd, 
By the Britiſh Foot fam'd, 
How glorious thoſe days to recal : 
The French folks advancing, 
Were ſtopp'd in their dancing, 
| And tumbled about— oll de rolh 


For this thing, or that, 
Toll de roll, comes in pat, 
'Tis a Chorus I'll always extol ; 
*Tis ſuppos'd, not expreſs'd, 
*T was what each one like beſt, 


Then here's to the beſt—Toll de roll. loll, &e, 4 


Tur ORIGIN or TOLL, LOLL, LOLL. 
Tune... As one day at home in a Maudliniſh Mood. 


JT 'LL fing you a ſong, and I'll fing all about it, 
1 Or in tune or out on't, you need not to doubt it, 
My tune is Toll, toll. toll, loll, loll, 

on Chromatics, Reſts, Crotchets, and 
hords, 

Deep Tenors, 5 Trebles, with Fifths, Eighths, 

and Thirds, 
Are Sounds without Senſe; Common Senſe come 
before us; 
80 ſilence each Solfa, let's Toll, toll, toll, Chorus, 


And nothing but Toll, toll, toll, toll, toll, * 


* 
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Tf word-gnawing Critics, grammatical bawl, 
Undo derivatur, Sir, this, Toll, toll, toll? 
„ anſwer, from Loll, loll, loll, lol, 1611?” 


Project what is Loll, loll, loll, herges quoth Pedant; 


Prafecto, continues he, I never read sft: 
JI lat hart of Sheech are you, this Toll, loll, lall, mating? 


« The only part, fir, of the whole that's worth 
taking.“ | "NE 
Toll, loll, loll, &c. 

The Verb which Love conjugates, Nature's the 

| tutor, 

Both active and paſſive, but, ſometimes ſtands neuter, 
Toll, oll, loll, &e. : 

When wantonly wilh'd for, «/:tative Mood makes it, 

When promis'd in future, Hope happily takes it. 


Of all Terminations reſpecting tae Tenſes, 


The fre/ent is always the beſt for the Senſes. 
Toll, loll, loll, &c. 


But let us for once, tho' become ſomething ſer'ous, 
The Black Joke's a tune, that mayhap is miſter'us, 

Who knows what is hid under Toll, loll, loll, Ioll. 
What is under or in it, or what is about it, 
Perhaps has a meaning, perhaps is without it; 
It may be thought Wit, bat that wou'd be wonder ; 
It may be a ſingle, or double Entendre. 

Toll, loll, de roll, &c. 


If you have, or if you have not, read a Hiſt'ry, 
If you are Free-maſon'd, and underſtand Miſtry, 
Toll, loll, loll, Ioll, loll, is Loll, toll, toll. 


If more may be made on't, I beg to know what, 


It may be, or mayn't be, it can, or cannot; 

For how be it, hereby, ſo be it, and ſo forth, 

But good friends excuſe me, indeed I muſt go forth. 
Toll, loll, de roll. 1 N 


D 2 | Tux 
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THE NABOB. 
Tune... Ye Lovelies who never Inconſlancy knew 


| E makers of Nabobs who millions amaſs, 
—— Nobility's train; OB 
In pride of profuſion your pageantries paſs, 
o your Worthips a word, — don't be vain. 
Tho' Spoils of the Eaſt you exultingly view, 
Not a Reptile that crawls but is richer than you. 


. Your ſideboards may bend with ſuperfluous weight, 
Your breaſts the ſlant ribbon may bind, 
You homage receive from the Paupers of State. 
Weigh theſe gainſt the Wealth of the Mind: 
An inſtin& unerring all animals boaſt ; 
Lord-Man he bas Reaſon, and ſo ſay my Lord's loſt, 


Can we wanton on waves in the deep troubled ſtorm? ME 


Can the Board of Works, Beaver-like build? 
Can ye Artiſts contend with a tranſmigrate Worm? 

Or Spider-like fail through the field? 
Contempt muſt attend on Ambition's odd graſp, - 
Who catches at Crowns, when he ſhrinks from a 
: Wali P f 


O'er Paſſion can Brauty a conqueſt atchieve ? 
Cou'd Sampfon an Ague engage ? 

What Science can teach us the Art not to grieve? - - 
What Bribe is to buy off old age ? 8 

What Opium can lull the Alarms of the Mind ? 

That ſomething ſo wakeful, which wakens mankind. 


In pompous down-beds Guilt may Jabour to reft ; 
Black Conſcience the curtain will draw, 
Toexhibit ſuch Spectres as harrow the Breaft, 
While Memory ſharpens her ſaw; 
Humanity ſighs at the ſufferer's pains; 
But Juflice proclaim'd 7hus I balance their ha 
et. 


— 


Let 
Diſgt 


Here 
And 


E 


Let us, as we ought, bid defiance to Knaves, 
And Briton- like, {peak as we think, 
Diſgrace to the crew of Venality's ſlaves; 
To honeſt men —Happineſs drink. 
Here's to Liberty, Lads, without Flatt'ry or Fear, 
And 1 hope I am pledg'd from the Heart by all here. 


— 
TRUE BLUE. 
Tune....To a!l Ladies now at Land. 


HE cards were ſent, the Muſes came, 
 *Twas Ceres gave the feaſt 


10 Juno, Jove's majeſtic dame, 


Fair Hæbe hail'd each gueſt, 
With Phoebus, Bacchus, wit and wine, 
Like man and wife; ſhou'd ſocial ſhine. 
| With a fall, lall, la. 


u' Olympic dance, Minerva wiſe, 

1 With graceful ſteps mov'd round; 

= Blue was the fillet like her eyes, | 
; Her ſapient temples crown'd; 


W That girdle looſen'd, fallen down, 


Buck Bacchus caught the azure Zone. 


Upon his breaſt the Ribbon plac'd, | 
By Styx, avow'd the youth, | 

What had the Throne of Wiſdom grac'd, 
Shou'd grace the ſeat of Truth: 

His robe he inſtant open threw, 

And on his boſom beam'd True Blue. 


« Kings taught by me, ſhall Garters' give, 
In Inſtallations ſhow ; 
What ſubje&s? merits ſhou'd receive, 
Their Monarchs ſhou'd beſtow. 
D 3 £6 Thx 
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„This Symbol, lov'd, Celeſtials view, 
And ſtamp your Sanctions on True Blue. 


The roſy God, Urania prais'd ; 
Ihe tuneful ſiſters join ; 
The Sov'reign of the Sky was pleas'd 
To conſtellate the Sign. | 
Along the Clouds, loud Prrans flew, 
Olympus join'd, and hail'd True Blue 


This order Iris bore to earth, 

| Minerva charg'd the fair, 
| Where firſt ſhe found out Sons of worth, 
| To leave the Ribbon there. 

From clime to clime ſhe ſearching flew, 
; And in HIBERNIA left True Blue. 


DITT 0. 5 


Tune. . Maſes all. 


ET thoſe who love Helicon ſip at its ſtreums, 


K And chill'd by cold water, doze ſpiritle!s dreams; 

No aid I'll invoke from a tea-drinking Muſe, 

But bumper me Bacchus to toaſt the Zrue Blues. 
Sing tantararara True Blue. 


No man-ſlaying hero's raſh deeds I rehearſe, 

Nor ſhall Strephon's fighs ſadly whine in my verſe ; 
To Friendſhip, to Freedom, this ſonnet 1s due, 
And Friendſhip and Freedom become a True Blue. 


Wrong'd Nature to Newtonfrom Dullneſs appeal'd, 


Mankind he enlighten'd, bright viſion reveal'd, 
All colours examin'd, and found upon view, 


One chief, one unchang d, and he nam d it True Blue. 


Kings, 


('93:):) 


Kings, Stateſmen, and Patriots, illuſtrious chuſe, * 
The ſlant azure bandage, the mark of True Blues; 
To Briton's chief knighthood: the Garter is due, 
And that honour'd Ribbon is ſpotleſs True Blue. 


To furnith, with Science, the ſons of the earth, 
Olympus the Goddeſs of Wifdom brought forth; 
Her eyes, Paris own'd, were the brighteſt he knew, 
And their luſtre, quoth Homer, is ſparkliag 7rue Blue. 


In Spring, when Creation her bloſſoms reſumes, 
And field- flowers fill the rich air with perfumes ; 
What ſky- colour, tell me, the Sun beſt looks through? | 
The atmoſphere's cleareſt when clouds are True Blue. 


To fully that ſtandard each focial diſdains, 

The tint of True Blue bids deſiance to tains ; 

On the breaſt of each Brother the Ribbon we view, 
Which ſhew, that at heart he is pure and Tue Blue, 


And Honour to paſſive Obedience ſubmits; 
Public Spirit to Ireland then bids adieu, 
Adieu, lads, to life then, then farewell True Blue. 


When Liberty, ling'ring, Hibernia quits, 


$2 $++2m 
THE WINE VAULT. * 
Tune. Tie Hounds are all out. | | 


ONTENTED Jam, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a laſs who will ſociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociably ſtor'd, | = 
95 N My brave boys! 


My vault-door is open, deſcend and improve, 
That Caik,—aye, that we will try; 


Tis 


0. 34) 
*Tis as rich to the taſte as the lips of your love, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 


In a piece of ſlit hoop, fee my candle is ſtuck, 
*T will light us each bottle to hand; 
The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 

As I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. 


Aſtride on a but, as a but ſhou'd be ſtrod, 
I gallop the bruſher along; 

Like grape- bleſſing Bacchus, thegood-fellow's God, 
And a Sentiment give, or a. Song. 


We are dry where we ſit, tho” the coming drops ſed 
With pearls the moiſt walls to embols ; 


From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in gothic taſte 


ſtream, 
Like ſtucco-work cutout of moſs. 


Whenthe lamp is brimful, how the taper flame ſhines, 


Which when moiſture is wanting decays; - 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze. 


Sound thoſe Pipes, they're in tune, and thoſe Bins 
are well fill d, 


View that heap of old Hock in your rear; 


Yon bottles are Burgundy! mark how they're pil'd, 


Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; | 

When I caſt my eyes round, I confider my caſts 
As.kingdams I've yet to ſubdue. 


Like Macedon's Madman, my glaſs T'll enjoy, 
Defying hyp, gravel, or gout; ADB 
He cry'd, when he had no more worlds to deſtroy, 
U weep when my liquor is out! 0 
n 
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On their ſtumps ſome have fought, and as ſtoutly 
| will I, 

"When reeli „I roll on the floor; 5 
Then my legs m be loſt, ſo I'll drink as I lie, 
And dare the beſt Buck to do more. 


Tis my will when I die, nota tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hic Facet be cut on my ſtone; 
But pour on my coſſin a bottle of Red, 
* that His drinting is done. 
My brave boys. 


—— 


APASTORAL| AN 
Tune... Deſhairing befide a clear ſtream. | 


Y the fide of a green ſtagnate pool, 1 
Brick duſt Nan ſhe ſat fcratching her head; 
Black matted locks frizzled her A&ull, 

As: briſtles the hedge-hog befpread'; 

The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, 

Her aſhy-bronz'd beauties reveal'd ; 

A link-boy to her, through the mud, 
Bare-footed, flew over the field. 


As vermin on vermin delight, YT 
As carrion beſt ſuits the crow's taſte; 

So beggars and bunters unite, 
And ſwine-like on dirt make a feaſt ; 

To a Hottentot offals have charms, 

With garbage their boſoms they tacks 

She fluttiſhly open'd her arms, 

He filthily fell on her neck. 


On her flabby breaſts one hand he plac'd, 
No towels thoſe breaſts ever teaze, 

' other fiſt grip'd her ſtays-wanting-waiſt, 

Like ladies the drels'd for her eaſe : 


Jack 
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Jack drew forth his quid, and he fwore; 
Then his lower lip charg'd to the brimz 
He ſcoul'd, like a lewd grunting boar, 
And; ſquinting, ſhe-leer'd upon him. 


„Oh, my love, tho'f T cannot well jaw,” 
This plyer at playhouſe began, 

Not tobacco's ſo ſweet to the chaw, 
As to kiſs is the lips of my Nan:"* 

Oh my Fack, cries the mud-cotour'd ſhe, 
And gave him ſuch rib- ſqueczing hugs, 

In a duſt hole I' cuddle with thee, 

He, blaſt me! tho” bit by the bugs. 


Full as black as themſelves, now the ſky 

To the ſouth of the Hemiſphere lowr'd; 
To finiſh love's feaſt in the dry, 

To a. ſtable they haſtily ſcour'd;. 1 
1 While hungry rats round them explor'd, | 
| And cobwebs their canopy grace, 
Undaunted on litter they ſnor'd, | 
Fatigu'd with dirt, drink, and embracg,. 


EXTRA VA GANZ A. 
Tune....Pan's ſong in Midas. 


O Tone of the wiſe men tho' ever ſo knowing, 
Can ſtop the heart's dancing, when fancy is 
| flowing, . 
| Dame Caution may dodge us, but quickly we'll 
breathe her, 
And high over earth, boys, break cover in Ether. 
. | | Toll, loll. 
How then ſhall we laugh at each ſublunar ſyſtem, 
And prove to ſtar-peepers how much they have 
| miſt' em; 
| Welt 


( 37 ) 


Wel hob-nob with Saturn, his cellar will charm us, 
And hand in hand run round his girdle to warm us. 


ln tangents fly off, and to Juſiter hurry, 
Aſk Majeſty's leave with his Moons to be merry; 
On Captain Mars call, from the Spheres get a tune, 
Send the North Star a card, by the Man in the Moon. 


On Mercury mount, make a Comet poſtilion, 
With Demirep Yenus then dance a eotillion ; 

Her Heſſier and YVeſher, you know their vocation, 
They riſe and ſet juſt like the ſtate of the nation. 


But now to talk more like a two-legg'd terreſtrial, 
Awhile we'll leave fancying this gallop celeſtial : 
Suppoſe ſome dear girl her appointment was keeping, 
And pat pat up ſtairs, you firſt heard her feet tripping? 


Or when down the dark walk the ſilk gown comes 


ruſtling, p 
How each ſenſe is hurry'd, from head to heel buſt- 

ling; | 
Unbounded, as mad expectation can fancy, 
"Tis Pleaſure's ſharp fury, Love's Extravaganzy, 


We fill up our time by full filling our glaſſes, 

And jollily laughing with Iove-looking laſſes; | 

Our ie; diſchamꝑing, then charge to our 
withes, 


Preſent and give fire in vollies of kiſſes, 

But we'll have no more new of Roundelays rattling, 
Of chiming and rhiming, of tittling and tattling, 
This ſinging or ſaying may, pleaſe, Idon't doubt it; 
But here's to that mouth which makes no words 
about it. 


2 _ TIME's 


| „ 
: FIME'S DEFEAT, 
"ns. Cuſid ſent n an  Errand, St, 


By Fendi invited to Gratitude's ſeaſt; 
Their liquor was claret, and Love was their hoft, 


Laugh, ſong, and droll ſentiment, garniſh'd each 
toaſt. 


While Freedom and Fancy enlarg'd the deſign, 
And dainties were furniſh'd by Love, H/it and Vine, 
Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a loud knock, 


A watchman hoarſe bawling, '7 was faſt twelve 
o'clock. 


They nimbly ran down, the Aiſturbing dog found, 
r upſtairs they brought the Impertinent, bound: 


When gragg'd to the light, how much they were 
pleas'd 


To ſee *twasthegrey-glutton Time they had ſeiz'd. 
His Glaſs as his Lanthorn, his Scythe as his Pole, 


And his ſingle lock dangled adown his ſmooth ſkull; 


My friends. quoth he, panting. I thought fit to knock, 
And bid ye be gone, for 'tis h twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom'd-tooth*d Savage, on this advice fix, 
Tho' Nature ſtrikes twelve; Folly ſtill points to fix; 
He longer bad preach'd, but no longer they'd backs 
$6 hurry'd him into a hogthead of Claret. 


Mit obſerv'd it Was. ng, while we're yet in our 


prime, 
Tbere is nothing like Clarerfor killing of Time; 
' Love, laughing, reply' d, Tam pleas'd from my heart, 
He can't come and put us in mind we muſt part. 
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N If here 
8 He'll : 
972 evening, Good Humour took Mit as his F 


Since 
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Hence 
Weire 
4 


113 


"4 


5 8 

= 8 I 

1 | 

We | bis intruder, rude Time, tho' a tyrant long known, 


By Live, Mit and I ine can be only o'erthrown ; 


lf hereafter he's wanted on any deſign, 
= He'll always be found in a hogſhead of Wine. 


1 


7 
- 


f: 
by 
1 
1 


W Since Time is confin'd to our Wine, let us think, 
By this rule we are ſure of our Time when we drink; 


Henceforth, let our glaſſes with bumpers be prim'd, 


We're certain our drinking muſt now be well-tim'd. 


— —Ü—ñ—Üu 
THE BRITON. 


Tune. All you who wonu'd wiſh to ſucceed with a Laſs. 


ROM the face of the Sun, ſee the miſts diſan- 
pear, N 
Reſplendent his beams brighten day; 
he highlands, the trees, and the hill-tops are clear, 
"Tis the pride of the year, it is May. 


ne hare ſtarts away, puſs diſturb'd from her ſeat, 
Flies frighted, and doubles the wold; | 
Wow plaintive the ſheep their loud echoes repeat, 
Becaule not.yet freed from the fold. 


Tis Liberty's language, the voice of the ſoul, 
Throughout air, upon earth, in the ſea, 
rom us unto where the molt dittant worlds roll, 
What animal wou'd not be free? 


et us live while we're free, but when Liberty 
wanes, 
Life is but impriſoning breath; | 
is ſlaves ſhall we ſigh, or eſcape from our chains, 
And tollow our freedom to death. 


Ve dare, even dying, our birthrights defend, 
Our laſt ſhall be Liberty's call; 
E Like 


44) 
Like Sampſon, we'll nobly exiſtency end, 
And our tyrants o'erwhelm with our fall, 


Good ſubjeRs will Government ever obey, 
Into air toſs Malignity's tale; 

But honour forbid Fraud ſhou'd e'er come in play, 

And England be ſet up to fale. 


While Vill, without Law, ſcourges Gallia's coaſt, 
Let us, in our honeſty bold, | 
Firſt drink the K1Nnc's health, — then add to the 

toaſt, | 
May Engliſhmen ſcorn to be ſold. 
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THE TRIO. 
Tune... Ve Farr fieſſeſs'd of ev'ry Charm. 


II. Love and Rejmtation, walk'd 
One ev*ning out of town, 

They ſung, they laugh'd, they toy'd, they talk'd, 
Til night came darkling on; 

Love wilful needs wou'd be their guide, 
And ſmil'd at loſs of day, 

On her the kindred pair rely'd, 
And loſt with her their way. 


Vamp fell the dew, the wind blew cold, 
All bleak the barren moor: 
Acroſs they toil'd, when Love, grown bold, 
EKunock'd loud at Labour's door. 
Awhile within the red-roof *d cot, 
They ſtood, and ſtar'd at Carc, 
But long cou'd not endure the ſpot, 
For Poverty was there. 


The 7wain propos'd next morn to part, 
And travel different ways; 


Quoth 
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Quoth Zove, I ſoon ſhall find a heart; 
Mit went to look for 2 
But Reſiutation, fighing, ſpoke, 
«Tis better we agree, * 
„Though Love may laugh, and Wit may joke, 
„ Yet friends, take care of me. 


„Without me, Beauty wins no Heart, 
«© Without me Vit is vain; 
« If headſtrong here with me you part, 
We ne'er can meet again. | 2 
* Of me you both ſhou'd take great care, 
And ſhun the rambling plan; 
No calling back, my friends, I'll bear, 
+ So keep me while you can.“ 


Love ſtop'd among the village youth, 
Expecting to be crown'd, 
Enquiring for her brother Truth, 

But 7ruth was never found: 
She ſought in vain, for Love was blind, 
And Hate her 1 croſt; 
*Tis ſaid, ſince 774th the cannot find, 

That Love herſelf is loſt. ' 


. 
| THE EN D. 
Tune.... The fool whois wealthy is fure of a Bride, 


APILIO the rich, in the hurry of love; 
Reſolving to wed, to fair Arabell; 


P made his propoſals, he begg'd ſhe would fix,— 
What maid cou'd ſay nc to a new Coach-and-ſix ? 


A ſuppoſe they were wed, the gueſts bid, ſupper 

one, ä 
The fond pair ia bed, and the ſtocking was thrown; 
E 2 The 


The Bride lay expecting to what this wou'd tend, ue en 
Since created a wife, with'd to know for what end. nd th 


On the velvet peach oft, as the gaudy fly reſts, 3 
The Bridegroom's lips ſtopp'd, on Love's pillows. 
her breaſts: "ns 


1 


All amazement, impaſſive, the heart-heaving fair, Wt * 
With a figh ſeem'd to prompt him, don't flay too 901 f 
long there. | FI 
Bu 
Round her waiſt, and round ſuch a waiſt, circling had 
his arms, Brin 
He raptures rehears'd on her unpoſſeſs'd charms, % 
Says the fair one, and gap'd, I hear all you preteud, Frake 
But now, for I'm ſleepy, pray come to an end. Th. 
My love ne'er ſhall end, Squire Shadow repli'd, *. — 
But ſtill, unattemping, lay ſtretched by her fide. Mi 
dhe made feints, as if ſomething ſhe meant to defend, Mrnoſ. 
But found out, at laſt, it was all to no end. ' Po 
In diſdain ſtarting up from the impotent boy, 3 * 
She, ſighing, pronounc'd, there's an end of my joy; | 
Then reſol v' d this advice to her {ex ſhe wou'd ſend, ew 
Neꝰ er to wed till they're ſure they can wed to ſome end. — 
ye 
And which endis that? why the end which prevails, # Self- 
Ploughs, ſhips, birds, and fiſhes, are ſteer'd by their 80 
tails; L 
And tho” man and wife for the head may contend, | Ty- 
I'm fure they're beſt pleas'd when they gain Yother 10 
end. | oc 
| 
The end of our wiſhes, the end of our wives, Hi 
"The end of our loves, the end of our lives, 
The end of conjunction, 'twixt miſtreſs and male, - 
Tho' the head may deſign, has its end in the tail. O 
T's ttme tho? to finiſh, if ought I intend, * 


Leſt like a bad huſband, I come to no end; 
The 


645 


rue ending I mean is what none will think wrong, 
ad that is, to make now an end of my ſong. 


*t CASTLES IN AIR. 
1 Tune. . The Laſs whowou'd know how to manage a man. 


fl was a wit, like a wit Fd preſume, 
Y But no Muſe beckon down from the ſky : 
had rather go up—ſo old Pinder the groom 
Bring Pega/us out and [I'll fly. 


Take a leap from the land, gallop atmoſphere o'er, . 
The man in the moon how he'll ſtare ! 
Vhen I ſtart for the pole, I'll go off upon ſcore, , 
And clear ev'ry Caſtile in Air. 


$81 hoſe caſtles are built by Deſiendancy's dreams, 
== Poor Vanity's bubble the baſe: 

Pale promiſe-pin'd Hope, as the architect, ſchemes, 
They're furniſh'd by folks out of place. 


Hf the nod of a Courtier our cringing ſhou'd crown, 
Or bit bya ſmile from the fair, 

Self- conſequence ſwell'd, we diſdain to look down, 
So look up to a Caſtle in. Air, x es 


- 
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My country I'll ſerve, my conſtituents defend 
On their honour thus candidates ſwear: 
But 5 = their ſeat, wou'd you look for your 
riend, 


He is loſt in a Caſtle Air. 


Oo ER 


at man in his ſenſes of puffs wou'd be proud, 
Or covet the multitude's ſtare ? 
hat uſe have the ſhouts. of Venality's croud, 
But erecting a Ca/tle - Air 8- 
* 


* 


As 
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As to Genius, or Learning, or Science; — ſuch names 


Are frights to make fine breeding ſtare ; 
Diſſihation at preſent ſuch title diſclaims, 
They're ſaid to be Caſtles in Air. 


Wiſe men from the Eaſt - you indeed ev'ry day 
Can count out your orient glare: 

Hark forward ye N1iMrops, a Nabsb's your play, 
A N1Bo8B's no Caſtle in Arr. 


ii Death fhall us fart, Il be conſtant I vow, 
This, too oft, is the phraſe of the Fair: 


But ſome Ladies' minds are—one cannot tell how— Ml 


Not better than Caſſles in Air. 


Till Death How appaling muſt that ſentence 
__- Sos 
What looks then the proudeſt muſt wear: 
When all the land left them, is fix feet by three, 
Their Caſtle— but out of the Air. 


Too late they perceive, that they've time miſem- 
ploy'd 
To be ſtar'd at, or only to ſtare; 
That they've liv'd to their loſs, as each day was 
deſtroy'd, 
Erecting new Ca/?les in Air. 


The Grave—but too grave is not fit for our plan, 
Which is neither to doat nor deſpair: 


While we live, let us Jide, making life all we can, 8 


Then a fig for each Ca/ile in Air. 


| REPENTANCE, 
Tune. .. In Ajril when harimroſes faint the ſweet ſilain. 


= dictates of Nature prove ſchool know- 
ledge weak; 


Does 


(08-7 


© Does not Inſtin& beyond all the orators ſpeak ? 
« From their parts of ſpeech we'll not borrow one- 
part, | 


8 < Ourlips, without words, find the way to the heart. 


Thus as laſt night I ſung, with my laſs on my knee, 

Methought one below, hoarſe enquired after me ; 

We liſten'd and heard him, his breathing ſeem'd 
ſcant, 

And up ſtairs he ſtepp'd, with aſthmatical pant. 


The door op'ning wide, ſolus enter'd the ſprite, 

Black and all black his dreſs, ſable emblem of 
Night; | 

His livid lips quiver'd, pronouncing my name, 

And, head and ſtaff ſhaking, declar'd me to blame, 


Rehientance (quoth he) won't admit of delays, 
1 m/ift, from this moment, you alter your ways, 
As I ſtar'd at him, lily, my bottle I hid, 
Then punctually promis'd to do as he bid. 


With un'kerchief'd neck, ſparkling eyes, and looſe 
hair, 

Her gown, fingle pinn'd, burſt from cloſet my fair: 

There ſhe fled when the fright firſt appear'd in the 


room, 


Then fell at his feet in the health of Love's bloom. 


So graceful ſhe knelt, and ſo tender her tone, 

Then ſhe ſent ſuch a look, Silver-beard was her 
OWN. | 

I ſaw his eyes twinkle, blood flutter'd his face, 

He fondly, tho? feebly, eflay'd an embrace. 


I left them, and, juſt as I fancy'd, the churl 

Made a ſtrengthleſs attempt to be rude with my girl: 
She ſhriek'd, I ruſh'd in as he ſtrove to eſcape, 
And the Watch took Rejrentance away for a rape. 


Ever 
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Ever ſince when we wanton in rapt'rous embrace. His 
The reproach- bearing wretch dares not ſhew us his: * 
face: The 
May each fond of each, thus enjoyment improve, A 
Be henceforth Refentance a ſtranger to Love. j 
| ZE. 
re.. Wu 


Tune. - Pretty Peggy of Windſor. 


THO! with puffs daily papers are cram'd, Sir, 
With antidotes for ev'ry ail, 
Tl ſhew a ſpecific not ſham'd Sir, 
And a noſtrum that never can fail. 
The Drop and Pill, may heal or kill, 
As Doctors on Doctors have done; 
But ſnug and ſure, to work a cure, 


Apply th' Elixir P Argent. 


For weak conſciences 'tis an Emetic; 
A Reſtoratrve for a loſt frame; 
If fear gravels you, this D”retic . 
Diſcharges each ſymptom of ſhame. 
Like Achilles from Styx, no wound will fix- 
When this Unguentum is on; | 
Nay, chuſe to anoint ev'n Juſtice's point,, 
*Tis blunt by Elixir Argent. 


*Tis a Stigtic to ſtop maidens” ſcruples, 
An Ofuate makes jealouſy reſt ; 
*Tis a, Lecture where all men are pupils, 
Art and ſcience without it a jeſt. 
Be witty, be wiſe, win Learning's prize, 
This Reciſe want, you're undone: 
Merit vainly may ſtrive, no genius can thrive, 
But the genius who gets the / Argent. 


His 
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His Honour demurs to a hearing, 
The Agent demurs to his plan, 
The Witneſs demurs to his ſwearing, 
And Madam demurs to her man: 
Yet each ſick breaſt demurs digeſt, 
Secundum artem they're gone, 


When a Quantum ſuf. is took of the ſtuff, 


Elixir nouveau de Þ Argent. 


When ſickneſs voluptuouſneſs ſeizes, 

The medical corps in array, 
Sword by fide take the field gainſt diſeaſes, 

And, Swits-like, give battle for pay. 

Not a work of Self, accepting the pelt, 

That leſſon the learned'ne'er con, BY 
Butfaith we're lamm'd, we might die and bedamn'd' 

But for our Elixir Argent. 


* 


r 
Tune. — Je Virgins of Britain who wiſely attend. 


AST night attended at Robinhood's group, 
Where five-minute-orators keep the thing up; 
Where Politics, Phyſics, Wit, 1 and 
Learning, 
May hear things to wonder at, paſt their diſcerning. 


Quoth a Speaker, applying a pinch to his noſe, 

As ſlowly, like tragedy ghoſt, he aroſe, 

{he Methedift Preachers began our ſeduction, 

And Gameſlers and Gambling comſilete our deſtruction. 


Young K»ovell upſtarting, reply'd, with a ſneer, 
Mr. Prefident, really that gentleman's queer, 

+ He rails againſt Gameſters, yet, this may be ſaid, 
+ He wou'd have been one, but he wanted a head. 


« And 


. 


* And now I am up, and my minutes go on, 


« That I prove him a fool, why, I-II hold two to 


One. 


* Theſe fault-finders don't know the things they're 


abuſing, 
What's all the world after, but winning. and 


loſing ? 


« forgive all he knows, and I dare him to ſay, 

* If he wou'd, or wou'd not have the beſt of the lay. 
«+ Honeſt people I love, but I never heard yet, 
„It was the 


bet. 


Life's like Hazard-playing, we all wiſh to win, 
And he muſt have luck, to be ſure, who throws in. 
« *T3s the Stateſman who ſets, his friends nick their 
places, | 
« And _ gainſt the court are ſuppos'd to throw 
ces. 


« On the turf we perhaps may have Cunning's 
aſſiſtance, 
« But Weſtminſter-hall gives Newmarket a diſ- 
tance : 
« By croſſing and joſtling this land may be loſt, 
And Liberty run on the wrong ſide the poſt. 


J abjure each expreſſion wou'd hurt ladies fame, 
„ But will they not all play the beſt of the game? 
6 To be ſure trade's a virtue, and gaming a. vice, 
Vet fraudulent bantrufits are worle than falſe dice. 


If our betters will play, and play-fellows eſteem us, 
„Cum Monitor ludit nos quoque ludemus, 
Don't blame him who wins, rather laugh at the 


loſer, 


« We only take Fortune from thoſe who abuſe her. 
« If 


ought wrong to have the right fide of a : 


* 
— 4 
2 
1 
Tn 


i 

: 
9 
9 


0 49 ) 


*I a Lord loves a Gameſter's life, if is abſurd | 
For a Gameſter to take up the life of a Lord ? 

= < Whether Lord, or what elſe, 'tis a matter of 
8 mirth, ; * 
Wbat ſignifies title, Sir, Mat are you worth 2 


The hammer went down, Knowell ſilent became, 

And henceforth we'll honour the beſt of the gaine : 
WE $9 here goes a Main, here the Caſter muſt win, 
We drink to the lucky, who hold longeſt in. 


THE JOLLY $OUL. 
Tune, — Ilie Wine Vault. 
Ge Liberty, damme boys, but we'll be free, 


Tho? Care kill'd a cat, what care I ? 
PII hold fix to four, only ſay done to me, 
Like a Soul I have liv'd, and I'Il dye. 
Muy brave boys. 


They ſent me to college, I didn't mind that, 
To teach me to preach and to pray ; 

I woudn't be humm'd, I ſaw what they were at, 
So my eye upon all they can ſay. 


As to pulpit palaver, why, that's all a flam, 
No prieſtcraft ſhall e' er do for me: 

1 will, or I won't, a free agent I am, 
And I'll only believe what I ſee. 


May lovers of Claret, aye, Claret's the thing, 
To drink it without any tax ; 

I don't mind the bother bout Subject and King, 
But cuſtom-free that's all 7 ax. 


Nt 


11 


If Clergy, and Commons, and Lords will but join, 


Our national debts to pay off, 
And let us free Gratis have women and wine, 
Why then we may do well enough. 


In half-pints the Parlament-houſe then I'll toaſt, 
And GEORGE too, upon my bare knee; 

I don't care which fide, nor if none rule the roaſt, 
8o Pye but my fun and am free, 


But now they re ſad times, for our freedom is gone, 
Since we to bumbailiffs ſubmit ; 

Bill o' Rights! damn all bills, forthe nation's undone, 
By that General II arrant, a HF rit, 


We muſt be made ſaves if they don't put a ſtop 
To Lawyers, the Juſtice, and all ; 

For if in Old England we don't keep it up, 
Why then, to be ſule, it mult fall. | 


When I dye---but that's queer and to think on't is 
dull, 
So as to this 1 e, or Hat there, 
Let me go where I will, if my bottle is full, 
And I get but a girl, I don't care. 


If Maſter Death thrufts himſelf into my room, 
They tell me, he always makes free ; 

I' try if I can't tip old Boney a hum, 
If not, why, may-hap he hums me. 


As ] told you before, I'm reſolv'd not to think, 
So I cannot a ſentiment give, 
However, my Souls, while we live let us drink, 
Becauſe while we're drinking we live. 
My brave boys. 


TO- 
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Toba AND TO-NIGHT. 


Tune Mat a Blockhead is hewho's afraid todye ur. 


 UBY-FINGER'D Aurora, fair Lady of Light, 
From ſaffron robes ſhaking the laſt ſhade of 
night, | | 


Call'd Plæbus, who bleſs'd with his ſea beauty's 


boon 


Slow awoke, Thetis vow'd, tas immenſely tos ſoon. 


Above the horizon his beams, circling, ſpead, 
The grey! dappled clouds, tring'd tranſparent with 


The breezy air rich with the perfumes of May, 
While — on the boughs chirp'd and ſung in the 
y. 


Shall man, moſt oblig d, offer leſs to that pow'r 
By whom he's endow'd, to enjoy ev'ry hour? 

es, —pride-born Ingratitude never will pay 
The thanks which are due for the gift of Today. 


eries 
To-morrow's the ſhadow which ev'ry day flies; 
Death Ye/fergay call'd in his fools—and, 7a-day, 


Tis not ſix to four but we're had the ſame way. | 


We muſt laugh when we look on Time-killers diſ- 


treſs, | . 8 
Who dreſs, dine, and daudle dine, daudle, and 


dreſs: 


In one ſenſeleſs W Day and Night thre? 
In nothing to ſay, and---in nothing to do 1 


No,---7o-morrow's the thing; 7o-morrow Sloth 


A mouthful of moonſhine they get for their game. 
Leet us, lads, depend on Life's plain-dealing plan, 


Day and Night too, our welcome to Beauty we'll 


To the end of each Day be our doings upright, 


In troubling our heads how to think ? a 


3 


As for thinking Te-day, tis abſurd tobegin: ] | A 


A head fine frizzur d wants no finiſh within: | 
To-morrow's the wild-gooſe at which they take aim, Di. 


Not kill Time, but keep all alive while we can: 


pa), 0 
Love equal expects both good Night and good Day. 


To Night be my ſong then---I honour its ſhades ; 
Fall fertile, ye vapours, make Mothers of Maids: 


May all do the beft thing they can do To-night. 


oa 


„ RELINE. 
Tune, — Guildford Stile. 
7 HEN Prudence declaims how time paſſes, The 
Cou'd we tempt Mr. Chronos to ſtay, | 
While we're bump' ring a round of our laſſes, 


We would wait upon all he cou'd ſay. 
But is it worth while through books to toil, Tho 


Thought ne' er was-defign'd to puzzle the mind, 
us only mind how we drink. a 


There was Solomon, one of the wiſe kings, | 


When paſt it, began to complain: | Of a 
He affected at leaſt to deſpiſe things Tl 
- - Becauſe his was labour in vain ; Is the 
But uſed to ſay, there's time to play, W 


To labour, to love, and to think; 
Let thoſe in their prime, remember the time, 
At preſent tis time we ſhould drink, 


. 
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A pox on Reflection, be jolly, 

iſpaſſionate Cynics deſpite, 

Vid you once know the raptures of tolly, 

| You never wou'd with to be wiſe, 

WE I ſcorn the plans ſobriety ſcans, . 

| From bumpers I never will ſhrink ; 

By the buſy in trade, be cent. per cent, made, 
'Tis cent. per cent. better to drink. 


K 18 8s6IN S. 


Tune... In furſuit of ſome Lambs from my Flocks that 
. | had firay'd. 7 


E delicate lovelies, with leave, I maintain 


Y That happineſs here you may find ; 
o yourlelves I appeal tor Felicity's rein. 
When you meet with a man to your mind, 


When Gratitude Friendſhip to Fondneſs unites, 
Inexpreſſive endearments ariſe: 

Then 3 fears, and fancies, ſtrange doubts, 
and delights, 


Thoſe technical terms, in the ſcience of Love, 
Cold ſchoolmen attempt to deſcribe, = 
But how ſhould they paint what they never can 
prove? | 


For Tenderneſs knows not their tribe. 


Of all the abuſe on enjoyment that's thrown, *® 
The treatment Love takes moſt amiſs ĩ 
Is the rant of the coxcomb, the ſot, aud the clo n, 


| p 
The love of a fribble at ſelf only aim +, © 
For ſots and clowns—claſs them with beaſts. 


Are announc'd by thoſe tell-tales, the eyes. 


Who pretend to indulge on a kifs, | 7 


E 2 No 
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No fibre, no atom, have they in their frames, 
To reliſh ſuch delicate feaſts. 


In circling embraces, when lips to lips move, 
| Deſcription, oh! teach me to praiſe 

The Overture K ss to th' Op'ra of Love— © 
But Beauty would laugh at the phraſe. 


Love's preludes and kifſes, and, after the play, 
They fill up the plauſe of delight: - 
rich repetitions, which never decay, 
The Lip's filent language at night, 


The raptures of K1ss1xc we only can taſte, 
When ſympathies equal inſpire; 

And while to enjoyment, unbounded, we haſte, 
Their breath blows the coals of defire. 


Again, and again, and again Beauty ſips; 1 
What feelings theſe preſſures excite i 

When fleeting life's ſtopp'd by a kiſs of the lips, 
Then finks in a figh of delight. 


MORAL. 
_ Whilſt our glaſſes we kiſs, and we frolick at caſe; 


Of Happineſs ne'er may we mils ; | 
May we live as we lift, may we kiſs whom we pleaſe; 
And may we ſtill pleaſe whom we kiſs. 


WL BARTLEME FAIR 
v3 Ds. ra Strefthen he went tcther day to the Fair. 
| HILE gentlefolks ſtrut in their ſilver and ſat- 
We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and pat. 
45 ol | As 
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As merrily Old Engliſh ballads can ſing-o, 

s they at their opperores outlandiſh ling-o ; 
Calling out, bravo, encoro, and caro, 


Tho'f I will fing nothing but Bartleme Fair-o. 
Here firſt of all, crowds againſt other crowds driv- 


in i 8 | 
Like wind and tides meeting, each contrary ſtriving; 
Here's fiddling and fluting, and ſhouting and 


ſhrieking, 


girls ſqueaking. 

My rare round and ſound, here's choice of fine 
ware-o, 

Tho' all is not ſound ſold at Bartleme Fair-o. 


Here are dolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhewing of 
ſtures; 
Plum-porridge, black-pyddings, and op' ning of oyſ- 
993 | 

The tap-houſe gueſt ſwearing, and gall'ry folks 
ſquawling, 3 Y 

With ſalt-boxes, ſolos, and mouth- pieces bawling ; 

Pimps, pick-pockets, ſtrollers, fat landladies, ſailors, 

Bawds, bailies, jilts, jockeys, thieves, tumblers, 

and taylors. 


3 Punch's whole play of the gunpowder- plot, 
ir, Wo 
Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge hot, Sir: 
Fine ſauſages fry'd, and the Black on the * 
The whole court of France, and nice pig at the fire. 
The ups-and-downs, who'll take a. ſeat in the 
chair-o? _ 8 :— 
There are more ups- and-downs than at Bartleme 
Fair. o- * _ | . 


Here's Whittington's cat, and the all: onthe, . 4 
"The chaiſe without horſes, a Ronin | 
. 8 5 | ; E 8 


1 
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— 
— 


Fifes, trumpets, drums, bag- pipes, and barrow- * | 


E | | 
nds, come, wlio ride s? come: . 


. nd cakes, fire- eating beſides; 
The u. ed dog that can tell his letters, 
And ſome men as ſcholars are not much his betters. 


This world's a wide fair, where we ramble mong 
gay things, 
Our 8 like children, are tempted by play- 
| ings; 
rr and by ſhew, by traſh and by trumpery. 
e fal-lals of faſhion, and frenchify'd frumpery. 
Life is but a droll, rather wretched than rare o, 
And thus ends the ballad of Bartleme Fair--0.. 


rs — 


* RURAL FELICITY. 
Tune---On mark t-day laſt, T remember the time 


44 i "ET court lovers pay adoration to crowns, 


That man is a monarch for me, 
o chearful i improves the few acres he ownsz 


Unenvying, induſtrious, and free. 


At night, in high health, from his labour he reſts; 
His houſhold fit round in a row, 

Wife, children, and ſervants, domeſtical gveſts, 
Such circles in town can we ſhew ? > 


He nies on his $0555 as 7 821 ſtrive r His knee; 
And ſome to their mother's neck cling, 

While playful the prattlers for place diſagree, 
The roof with their ſhrill trebles ring. 


- Thoſe Cynics who brood o'er a Single life's ſpleen; | 
The offspring they have dare not own, | 
But happy-wed- pairs can enjoy the fond frogs 


To you ye unſocials unkaown, 3 
F | His 


| F 

& s dame the good man of the houſe thus addreſs'd:— 
"Fevas ſo with us when we were young . 

Her hand within his he with gentleneſs preſs'd,. 
While ſentiment prompted his tongue. 


remember the day of my falling in love;. 
Flow fearful I firſt came to woe ; 


Z hojie that theſe boys will as true hearted. frrove, . 
And our laſjes, my dear, look like you. 


\ tear of joy ſtarting, he kiſs'd from her cheek, 

| Love gratefully glowing her face, 

Too fall her fond heart, not a word” cou'd ſhe 
ſpeak,” | 

But, fighing, return'd his embrace. 


Tis by ſuch endearments affection is ſnewn, 

In filence more nobly expreſs'd, 
Than all the cant phraſe, the Bon Jon of the town, 
Where Love is a Monmouth: ſtreet gueſt, 


Go on ye high births, and pretend to deſpiſe: | 
Thols which to you are unknown; CLE 
But laugh not too long, rather aim to be wile, 

And compare ſuch a liſe with your own... 
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e or eos 


Vain jeſters be. mute, I'll a ſentiment give, 5 

A toaſt which eſteem will not ſcorn; + | 
May they wha can taſte them, Love's kiſſes receitr, 4 
And tenderneſs meet a return. ' 


THE TOPER.. e 
th Tune....Shanbuy. 12 | 
E lads of true.ſpirit pay courtſhip to claret, 
Releas'd from the trouble. of thinking; 


A tool lang ago. ſaid, we. nothing cou'd know . 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 5 


= F a ; Ts 


r 
Io pore over Plato, or practice with Cato, 
Diſpaſſionates. dunces might make us; 
But men now more wile, ſelf-denial deſpiſe, 


And live by the leſſons of Bacchus. 


Big wigg' d, in fine coach, ſee the Doctor approach; 
And ſolemnly up the ſtairs pace, 

Gravely ſmell on his cane, apply finger to vein, 
And count the repeats with grimace. | 

As he holds pen in hand, life and death's at a ſtand, 
A toſs-up which party will take us; 

Away with his cant, no preſcription we want, 
But the nouriſhing noſtrums. of Bacchus. 


We jollily join in the practice of wine, 
While miſers *midſt millions are pining; 
While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are mourning, 
We laugh at wealth, winching and whining. 
Drink, drink, now ' tis prime, toſs a bottle to Time, 
He'll not make ſuch haſte to o'ertake us; 
His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 
By the ſtyptical.balſam of Bacchus. 


What work there is made, by the newſpaper trade; 
Of this man and 'tother man's ſtation ; 

The Ins are all bad, and the Outs are all mad, 
In and Out is the cry of the notion. 

The politic patter which both parties chatter, 
From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us; 

With half pints in hand, independent we'll ſtand,. 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


1 
; 
| 
n 
; 
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| 


But your motion well. tim'd, you're charg'd and 
you're 'prim'd,. - 
Have a care Right and left, and make read 
Right hand to glaſs join— at * reſt the wine — 
But be in your-exerciſe-ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we toaſt, - 
May graciouſly they undertake vs ;- 1 
0 
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N@#more we deſire, ſo drink and give fire; 
And volley to BEAUTY and Bacchus. 


THE TIMES. 
Tune... Once on a time, iwas long ago 


OOD people all both great and ſmall; 

And eke; and aye; and alſo; 
Pray lend an ear, and you ſhall hear, 
And then I need not bawl ſo: | 
There was a time, when times were good, 

The ancient Bard in rhyme fings ; 
So uſe time well, *tis time we ſhould, 
We ſhould ſo, did we time things. 


But out of time and out of tune, 

We helter ſkelter go fort! 
Sometimes too late, ſometimes too ſoon. 
Good lack-a-day, and fo forth. | 
We give great folks the greateſt crimes, 

They can afford to father'em, 
But ſo impartial are the times, 
We're guilty, Omnium gatherum, 


/ / TEEN Ne oo EOS . 


Fox-hunting, boldly bucks embrace, 
But ſportſmen of diſcernment, 
Abroad will chuſe a Nabob's chace, 
Or hunt at home preferment : | 
To hunt the Stateſman, who's in play, 
When Patriots caſt-about, Sir, | | 
A penſion ſtops the hark-away, 
And ſo the field's flung out, Sir. 


In ſuch place-tempting times as theſe, 8 
| Priel be our intentions; 

III fare the loon who firſt took fees, 

And him who firſt paid penſions. 
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Yet ſenecures we'll not abuſe, 
Nor their illuſtrious givers, 

We quarrel now, cauſe we can't chuſe 
Who ſhou'd be the receivers. 


Dear Engliſhmen and country-folks, 
Don't Five yourſelves uneas'neſs, 
Nor mind the flouts, the ſhouts, the jokes, 
But only mind your bus'neſs, ä 
Wou'd one mind one, the Kingdom thro” 
And work within bis ſtation, 
At home he'll find enough to do, 
And not undo the nation. 


8o to conclude, and make an end 
Of this nice-diftion'd ditty, | 
Indeed 'tis time the times ſhou'd mend,“ 
In country, court and city, 
For our good Queen our ſong we'll ſing.— 
May ſhe ne'er wake nor ſſeep ill; 
And next, my luls— God blels the Kings * 
Aud all lus faithful people. 
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AD INFINITUM, 
Tune... Mich nobody can deny. 


INCE life's but a jeſt, let us follow this rule, 
8 There's nothing ſo fileaſant as hlaying the Fool; 
In town we may practice, as well as at ſchool, 
| Which nobody can deny. 


The world turns about, the ſame things o'er and 
o'er ; 

We fool it; our forefathers fool'd it before: 

They did what we do, which our ſons will encore. 


Life's 


SS =» 


Life's but half a holiday, lent us to ſtare; 
We wander, and wonder, in Vanity's fair; 
All baby-like bawling for each bauble there. 


If denial ſhou'd follow a lover's requeſt, 
Like a tooth-cutting child, he's a troubleſome . 0. 
Till the chit by his deary is huſh'd to her brouſt. 


When diſcontents dare againſt courteſervice riot, 
The Miniſter, nurſe-like, prepares proper diet 
They've penſions for pap, then the urchins are quiet, 


We »hildren-like, covet the glitter of gay things, 

Make com.ag for ribbonds, and ſuch fort of play- 
things; 

Which we cannot have tho'—without we can ſay 
things. 


But before we can ſay, we ſhould ſee how things go, 
If the market is high, or majority low, 
Then, juſt at the ſelling-price, give Yes, or No, 


We take, or are all in our turns taken, in; 
The world, to be ſure, 'tis a ſhame and fin, 
Might ſoon be much better, — but who will begin! 


Each age has its folly, ours is diſſipation, 
Enfeebling—but why all this dull declamation ? 
If weaken'd, we'll drink to the ſtrength of the nation. 


Allowing things wrong, vir, which way ſhall we 
right'em : 

"Tis Tafle to hear grod things, tis taſty to ſlight em: 

It was, is, and will be ſo, ad Inſinitum. 


Which nobody can deny. 


THE 


( va ) 
Tune....Now we're free from College Ruda. 


HE town's a-raree-ſhew, ſome ſay, 

A rare . * ur mag 

t pity tis we e play 

For es of — 

But ſometimes in, and ſometimes out, 
Tis ſo upon all ſtages; 

Folks will not ming what they're about, 
But only mihd the wages. 


Among the imitative arts, 
Chief is an actor's ſcience; - 
Expreſſive heads, and feeling hearts, 
ith nature form alliance. 
Behind the ſcenes, tho* Party rage, 
Cafrice and Adulation, | 
With Slander— but we know the Stage 
Shou'd repreſent the nation. 


A repreſentative indeed! 
As players make believe, Sir, 
In this world's drama, to ſucceed, 
Tis as ou can deceive, Sir; 
Vou may be caught, by face or dreſs, 
Before you come to know folks; 
But when the counterfeits confeſs, 
They're all but only ſhew-folks. 


Moſt aim great characters to hit, 
Pride ſpouts as fublic ſſirit, | 
Pert Dullneſs is miſtook for Mit, 
And Silence want of Merit. 
Some ſtudy the Informer's arts, 
b Wh > Peck their ſide eſpouſes; 
Some play the pimps, and flatterers parts, 
In hopes to ive ful houſes, 
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We title this ſame droll we ſhew, 
The Humours of the Nation— 
Extremely high, extremely low, 
Endemic Diſſipation, | 
The World /— What by that word we mean, 
Is ſelf and ſelf's diſguiſes; T 
A buſy, lazy, lottery ſcene, 
Where folly fills up prizes. 


Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſay, 
Whate'er we are purſuing, 

Is o'er and o'er the 1ſelf-ſame * 
Of doing and undoing. 4 
Life's vegetation ripes and rots, 

Till duſt to duſt returning; 
So let us ſprinkle well our ſpots 
And drink from night to morning. 


8 


THE CONNOISS EUR. 
Tune.... Maſſts all. 


O excel in Bon Ton hoth as genius and critic, 
And be quite the thing, Sir, immen/e(Fentific; 
On all exhibitions give ſentence by gueſs, 

With ſhrugs and ſtolen phraſes that ſentence expreſs. 
Sing tantararara Taſte ally 


The money you ſquander your judgement confirms, 
You need not know ſcience, repeat but the terms. 
The labour of learning belongs to the poor, . 

Do but pay—that's enough for a true Connoiſſeur. | 


As to Shakeſkeare, or Purcell, why you may allow 
They were well-enough once—but they will not do now- 
Admit Newton's clever, juſt clever, that's all; 
And formerly, faith, we might fancy Hows hall 1 
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When lord of the feaſt,” midſt your paraſite group, B 
You're the ſlave of conceit, and low forgery's dupe. | 
All artiſts (but Engliſh ones) praiſe and procure, 
By your band of beur- leaders you're dubb'd Connoi/- i V 
cur. | = 
For words, when you're loſt, fill the blank with 
| grimace, _ | 
And pantomime ſcorn by your power of face. | BF] 
It merit dares ſpeak, and he's known to be poor. | 
Knock him down with a bet, then your triumph's U 
ſecure; TY a | ( 
With 1 maſters, and bronz d buſtos In 
grac d, 
. Your houſe, like a toy-ſhop, is lumber'd in taſte, Cl 
All, all are antiques, Ciceroni procures, 
For who dares deceive ſuch compleat Connoiſſeurs ? 8 
0 
The worth of a man, ſay the wiſe, is his pence: 
*T was faid ſo, and ſoit will centuries hence. TI 
Then money's tie thing; the grand pimp that pro- | 
| Cures, 
Full works for the wits, when ſhe forms Connoiſſeurt. If 
| Sing tantararara all. 
; Phy 
HERE GOES. Co 
8 Tune.... To figh or comſilain. Th 
: ME care-curing Miri from Mis bower 
forth, herbs ch For 
Bring Humour your brother, along, E 
Hoſjntality's here, and Harmony near, Thi 
o chorus d roll Sentiment's ſong. f 
In comedy trim, Joke, Geftwre, or Whim, F 75 


With trios we'll keep up the ball; 1 
| y 
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By order of Taſte, we open the feaſt 
Of Friendiſii in Liberty-hall. 


Who'll preſident be? Unanimity, ſee 
He's order'd to fit as our hoſt; 
My lord Common Senſe, with pains and expence, 
ntroduc'd him to give out the toaſt, 


Tho' ſcandal we hate, only good we hold great, 
Nor any for title's-ſake praiſe; 

Unworthy's that name, no merit can claim, 
But what genealogies raiſe, 


In this Anno Dom. we would felicity ſee, 
Pl demonſtrate how eaſy we cou'd: 

Change fault-finding elves to mending themſelves, 
Then things might ſoon be as they ſhou'd. 


' 
: 
; 
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Some wives read their mates curtain- lecture debates, 
And wonder they're not underſtood ; 

The huſband's perplex'd, and the lady is vex'd, 
'Cauſe every thing's not as it ſhou'd. 


If penſion, or place, is the gift of his grace, 


efuſal wou'd be over- nice, | 
Plumb-pudding on board, and preſs'd by my lord, 
Who wou'd not come in for a ſlice ? 


Corruption's the cry, oppoſition runs high, 
Yet who can help laughing to ſee, 5 
Tho' Faction's ſo big with Tory and Whig, 

In one hart both parties agree. 


For the kingdom of man, diviſion's the plan, 
By the laws of the Cyprian court, 

The ladies muſt yield, 24 ws our ſtandard we wield, | 
And what we advance they ſupport. _ \ 


For a bumper I call, Here's the Sovereign of All, 
The "an from 9 all honour flows, 
6 2 


From 


. 


A youth with one arm round his pretty girl's waiſt, 


Down, like a bent lily, her head dropp'd aſlant, 


Vibrating with heart-heaving ſighs, 
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F rom thence we all came, ſo we go to that ſame, 
Here's to it, and to it, Here goes. 


DICK AND DOLL. 
Tune, Im like a ſtiſf on the ocean 19/5 d. 


S one bright ſummer's ſultry day, 
For ſake of ſhade I fought the grove, 
h 


ro* thickſet-hedge, on top of hay, 
I met with mutual love: 


On ſmall ſwelling breaſts he his other hand plac'd, 
While ſhe cry'd Dick be till, 


Pray tell me what's your will? 


71 eome (quoth Dick) to have ſome chat,” 
And cloſe to her's, his lips he ſqueez'd ; 


Her eyes loſt the day-light, her breath became ſcant, 
And, feebly, on her tongue N 
Expiring accents hung. 


The chorus birds ſung o'er their heads, 
The breeze blew ruſtling thro” the grove, 
Sweet {melt the hay, on new-mown meads, 
All ſeem'd the ſcene of Love. 
Dick offer'd to lift up the laſs as ſhe lay, 
A look, full of tenderneſs, told him to ſtay; 
„So ſoon Dick will you go? 
« I wiſh:-——dear me ;——heigh ho!“ 


Her tucker trembling to and fro', 
Her crimſon'd cheeks, her gliſt'ning eyes, 
Proctaim'd poſſeſfion's glow. 


Dick 
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Dick bid her farwell, but ſhe, 8 cry'd, 

As wanton ſhe pl ay'd by her fall'n ſhepherd's ww; 
« A moment: pray + Yu 

& Since now you've had your will. 


« Lord! (cries the girl) you haſty men, 
« Of love afford but one poor proof; 
Our fowls at home, each ſparrow hen, 
« Is ten times better off 
No] that you ſhou'd not, had I known your de- 
ſign, 
But, ſince you've had your will, pray let me have 
mine ; 
« So, once more, e'er we riſe, 
„Do, dear Dick, ſave my eyes.” 


* 


A SIMPLE PASTORAL. 
To a very ſimple Tune of. CHriſimas now is coming. 


\ URORA, lady gay, hides her face in bluſhes; 
4 blanching May, whitens hawthorn 


See the — tranſparent, — ſee the ſunſhine riſing ; 
London rakes, I warrant, wou'd think this ſur- 


prizing. | 
* = ſturdy ſwains, cenching-ploughs are hold- 


Some on pebbly plains, laſt abbey pos unfolding, 
How the for vine woo | how the herds are 2 


ing! 
While the pigeons coo, barn- door fowls are crow- 
ing. 


Here are Flora's deff air-fill'd perfume here i bs, 
Here Pomona' 's En tie DE of Ceres. 
| 63 5 v. Hark * 
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Hark the tinkling rills, - and the bubbling fountains; 


Caſcade o'er the hills, -tumbling down the moun- 
tains. 


See! at welcome wakes, ſhew-folks fire- eating; 


While, with ale and cakes, Fack his Girl is treating. 
Hark ! the diſtant drum, — laſſes all look * ; 
But, when ſoldiers come, girls how you're delighted ! 


Night her ſhutters cloſing, all the village ftill is, 
Save where, unrepoſing, Captain calls on Phillis: 
While ſhe lets her {park in, ſhooting ſtars are ſailing, 
Farmer's dogs are barking —comets dreadtul trailing, 


For to ſcholars' think ing omens muſt be telling 


Whether worlds are ſinking, or if waiſts are ſwelling. 
But, my lads and laſſes, mind a friend's adviſings, 
Let us fill our glaſſes to our falls and riſings. 


THE CABAL. 
Tune. Long time with the Graces of Venus, &c. 
HY ſhou'd you, lov'd Senſidle, ſhou'd you 


be pale, 


The patriot of Grief you appear; 
You look like yon lilly that droops in the vale, 
With my lips let me wipe off that tear. 


Diſdain a reply to Malignity's tongue, 
Let Patience to Clamour ſubmit ; 

It is better that Slander ſhou'd ſay you was Wrong, 
Than that you the wrong ſhou'd commit. 


The Atheiſt, if really ſuch madmen exiſt, 


Relief will delirious decry, 
In iufidel doubtings pretend to perſiſt, 


What they c t concave they deny. 
y cannot co deny Thus 
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Thus ſome of your ſex, old and ugly, will reil, 

Like Atheiſts all goodneſs they doubt, 

Infiſting men may o'er all beauties prevail, 
Becauſe themſelves could not hold out. 


You muſt pardon the ery, think not ſtrange what 
I ſay, 2 
They mercy from you muſt receive; 25 
Be it known to your tenderneſs, tis the world's 
way, FRA 
Who injure will never forgive. 


aots ſmile, and ſmile on, let day beam on your 
ace, 


To oblivion be Obloquy hurl'd; 
By the beſt you're belov'd, thou fair figure of Grace, 


So laugh at the reſt of the world. 


— 


| THE QUESTION, 
Tune. . To hleaſe me the more, and ta change the dull ſcene. 


UPPOSE Twelve has ſtruck, wherefore pray 
all this fuſs? 

Next time *twill ſtrike leſs, what are hours to us? 

Let the ſun rule the day, and the moon mark the 
night ; v4 

Without rules or ſchools, ſure we know when we're 
right. 


The inf*rence from hence which T draw, but firſt 
rink, - | 
A bumper's the beſt preparation to think: 
L infer, nay affirm, and with me you muſt join. 
Life's not life without love, love's not love with- 
out wine, | 


This 


. 


This truth I'Il maintain, thus maintaining oy poſt, 
And give in this bumper a truth for my toaſt. — 
I'm ſure tobe pledg'd by each laſs-loving youth, 
Here' sabruſher, my bucks, to the fam'd naked Truth, 


At firſt we are into this world pull'd and teaz'd ; 
At our getting, Papa and Mama may be pleas'd.; 
But as to us babes, Nature's multiplication, 
Begot for diverfion, we're born in vexation. 


We are fools in green youth mankind ripeinto knaves, 
Grey hairs turn to money, or miſtreſſes ſlaves ; 

To our burial from birth, paſſive objects of Fear, 
Keep the door ſhut, and don't let that Scrub ſlip 


in here. 


Let IIl-will abuſe us, Hypocriſy bawl, 

Vain-zeal the cry join, we laugh gainſt them all, 
Self-denial may ſermonize, Temperance teaze, 
We live as we like - they live as they pleaſe. 


Our voyage is Pleaſure, Hope hoiſts up the ſail, 
Our pilot is Inſtin&t, Deſire the gale; 

To Beauty we're bound, we've Bacchus on board, 
Our guns by love loaded, Ermoyment's the word. 


THE SONGSTER'S HORN-BOOK. 
es Tune.... Ally Croker. 


REAT A was alarm'd at B's bad behaviour 
Becauſe he refus'd C, D, E, F, a favour; 
G, got a huſband, with H, I, K, and L, 
M, marry'd Mary, and ſcholars taught ſpell. 


Abedefghiklm, &. 
| „ 


WP 


Tt went hard at firſt with N, O, P, and Q, 

With R, 8, T, /ingle and allo double U, 

With X and V it ſtuck in their gizzards, 

Till they were made friends by the two crooked 
Izzards. 


This A. B. C, tho' ſo little it is thought about, 

Lach change in tlie world, by its power has brouglit 
about: 

'Tis the ground-work of Wildom, of Science the 
key Sir, 

Whatcanamanknow, whodon't know A, B, C, Sir? 


Some fidlers, -in dreſs, pretend to ape their betters, 

They had better mind their Horn-book, and ſtudy 
all their letters ; 

han knowledge now no farther goes, from A, B, 
N. 

Vo the four more letters call'd D, E, F, and G, Sir. 


As to words 'tis not worth while to mind their pre- 
ciſion, ö 

If we thre' the Gamut can run a diviſion; | 

The annals of England, to our ſhame, will tell ye, 

That Newton was nothing to fine Farinelli. 


How raviſhing that ſwell ! what ſweet /ymphonina / 
What Cantab:lis “ what taſte ! 4h cara divina / 

O chi guſto the voice of Signior Suſtinuti, 

AMiltonic the language of Tace titti tuti. 


As inſets will cluſter round pots full of honey, 
Imported illiberals ſwarm for our money: 
denſe is ſcar'd off by ſound, and t over taſte 

glories, 


Only ſhew 'tis ſucceeds now, O Temfura, O Mores ! 


6 


3 
. 5 If ch 
This A B C excuſe without Ceremoni, She”: 
My hoarſe voice and harmony is not Uniſont : Dory 
If you cenſure my ſinging, for cenſure is free, Sir, And 
As a ſongſter, remember, I'm but in A B C, Slr. 
Abcdefghikilym, & Let 
8 | Tw. 
0 The! 
\— COMMON SENSE. Ach 
The 
Tune... Ons morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 
Unle 
NE night having nothing to do- nor to drink, And 
I began a new practice - and that was to think; She”: 
hat my ſubject ſhou'd be, kept me ſome time in | 
doubt, | Whe 
I conſider'd, at laſt—what we all were about. In th 
Such frauds and fuch fractions, ſuch follies, ſuch Tha 
fictions, But | 
Such out-of-door clamours, and in contradictions 
What muſt this be owing to ? why? or ſrom whence! As tc 
hat is it we want ?—why, we want Common Sen: 5 he 
et! 
O yes! who can tell us where Common Senſe dwells! Bear 
Does it burniſh gold roots, or ſtrew ruſhes in cells! Cm 
Does it beam in the mine? does it ſwim in the fea! 
Does it wing the wild air? does it bloſſom the tree! Com 
If folks wou'd accept Common oy as their gueſt, —_ 
With Meum and Tuum at home they'll be bleſs'd: | 


Not Iunatic lacqueys run mad up and down, 
Nor mind any buſineſs but what was their own. 


But which is the way to find Common Senſe out 
She feaſts not on turtle; cuts in at no rout | 
Getthetub cynic'slanthorn, we won't mind expenc 


But look by its light, till we fpy Common Sen/e. 


„ 
If chance ſhe is ſeen, tho' for fear we miitake her, 
She's natively neat, like a lovely young Quaker: 
Pure Beauty, deſpiſing falſe Drapery's aid, 
And Common Senſe ſcorns all pedantic parade. 


Let us firſt call at Court, but, perhaps, we intrude, 
Tus told ſo by Miſs Affectation, the prude ; 
There Faſhion forbids the free uſe of the mind, 
What can Common Senſe ſay in a place ſo refin'd ? 


Then at Church! to be ſure, Common Senſe there ſuc- 
| ceeds, 3 3 | 
= Unleſs Svſerſtition ſhould choak it with weeds : 
And tho' Iaſidelity dares a pretence, 

= She's eaſily vanquiſh'd by plain Common Senſe. 


When I mention'd the Church, you expected at leaſt 
In the common-place-mode, ſome ſtale joke gainſt a 
Priest; | 
That a laugh I ſhou'd raiſe, at the Clergy's expence, 
But he who wou'd wiſh it, muſt want Common Senſe, 


As to Trade, no accounts can be well kept without 
her, | 

Yet ſtock-jobbers ſay they know nothing abont her; 

Bear witneſs *Change-alley—the Omniums declare, 

Common Senſe ſhall for ever be under Par there. 


Come, I'll give you a toaſt, if I give no offence— 

Here's the ſenfitive Plant, and the Root Common 
Senſe. _ 

Here's Love's magic Circle, which all ſenſes binds, 

And Delicate Pleaſures to Senſible Minds. | 


( 74 ) 
A FORE-CASTLE SONG. 
Tune, — How „ia con'd 1 be with cither, 


D. you ſee, 28 a ſailor. I'll heave off 
v 
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A bit of a ſong in my way, 
t if you don't like it, I'll leave off, 
I ſoon can my bawling beluy: 
Odd Lingos Muſicianers write in, 
Concerning Flats, Share, and all that; 
We Seamen are hart in our fighting, 
And as to the Frenchmen, they're far. 


Outlandiſh folks tickle your ears 

Wich ſolos, and ſuch ſort of tuff, 
We tars have no more than three cheers, 
Which French folks think mufic enough, 
Through Canada loudly 'twas rang, 

Then echoed on Senegal's ſhore, 

At Gaudalouhe merrily ſung, 

And Martinique chorus'd Encore. 


At Havre we play'd well our parts, 
Tho' our game they pretended to ſooff, 
For trumps we turn'd up Engliſh hearts, ; 
They threw down their cards and ſheer'd off; 
They have met with their match now they feel, 
Their Aufing and cutting we check; | 
They were /urch'd at Crown Point, and loſt Deal, 
And faith they got ſamm'd at Quebec. Wich 
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Dur muſic gave French folks the vapours, 
It took an odd turn on Conflans ; 


We knew they were all fond of capers, 
: So ſet up an old Engliſh daace : 


| | 'T was Brit:ns trike home that we ſounded, 
By the ftrength of that tune they were > 
| | e | 


Kg 
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The Tididols looking confounded, 
While Hawke, faith, their feather-heads pounc'd. 


Our inſtruments always do wonders, 

From round-tops we give ſerenades; 
Our Organs are — 2 pounders, 

Our Concerts are briſk canonades: 
For cooks, thof' the French folks are neater, 

Our meſſes they never can beat, 

Our diſhes have 7 much ſaltpetre, 
And as to our balls they're forc'd-meat. 


God bleſs our King George, with three choers, Sirs, 
And God bleſs bis Conſort, Amen. 

In * times we've drubb'd the Mounſeers, Sirs, 

or paſtime we'll drub them again: 

There's one thing I have more to ſay,—Tho', 
Beyond ſeas, my boys, we'll o'ercome, 

If you'll give O- England fair play tho', 
And keep yourſelves quiet at. home. 


THE WHIM. 
Tune... J Teuer ſhou'd know, and that knowledge impart. 


HAT the world is a ſtage, and the ſtage is a 
. ſchool, 


Was ſaid, and again ſo we ſay; 
For as the world's round, and rolls round about, 
Old faſhions come in, and new faſhions go out, 
As vanity dreſſes the play. 
Do not ſeriouſly think of theſe whimſical times, 
But ſing or ſay ſomething in whimfical rhimes,— 
The world's but a whim, and all that; 
| H : I mean 


ere N knaves parts, and ſome play the 
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Imean not the world which revolves on the — 5 
But the animal world that's made up of odd fouls, 
The ſons and the daughters of chat. 


For a new exhibition their portraits well olan, 

| And pen and ink likeneſſes ſketch if we can, 
Where all may their ſemblances ſee : 

Tho? folks of fine breeding, immenſely polite, | 

Their own faces finiſh, with rouge and flake __ 


So leave no employment fo or me. 


Let us tenderly take off thoſe maſks, and their cures, 
| Attempt, by expoſing ſuch caricatures 
In Imfartiality's hall; | 
But if the gall'd — ſhou'd wince at a line, 
And IF: * Curſe the fellow] the picture's not mine,“ 
The prime: ſerjeant painter I call. | 


Come, Satyr, afſiſt me, my ſirojec is new — | 

The ry oi. — me range of reeds, blew, 
And this was his ſpmphony's ſong :— = 

“ Shou'd I ſing of theſe times, or in proſe or in verſe, 

« Weak things, not wicked ones, I ſhou'd rehearſe, 
A medley betwixt right and wrong. 


« This æra is much too inſipid for me, | 
« Futility's only in practice I ſee, | 
* Unworthy one ſtroke of my laſh; ' 
„The faſhion is Folly, let Folly go on, p 
To ſhew Senſe befides, and true taſte to Bon Ton, 
And Genius is baniſh'd for-traſh.” 


Diſdain Hound his brow, redd ning Rage” his eyes 
52 oy 
Contempt o'er his countenance f as he paſt, 
| No more Diſſipation he'll ſchool, 
- We'll be quite the thing then, as life's but a toy, 
A bubble in which we can only enjoy 


The leaſure of. la i theool. 7 
. Ihe p playing THE 


e 
THE SC UR VV. A 
Tune. Ere Phoebus Mall ſleei on tlie freſh budding flow'rs. 


TD VE tempted to.err, ill betide the ſad time, 

E Ye modern wives pity her fall, 

Since we her ſons ſuffer for grandmamma's crime, 
The Scurvy has tainted us all. 


To curb the contagion which putrifies here, 
In vain have the faculty try'd; 

Its peſtilent ſymptoms offenſive appear 
In vulgar eruptions of pride. 


For all pride is low, tis a cancerous brain, 

A poornefs and foulneſs of blood; 
The want of ſound ſenſe renders wretches inſane 
Who are lifted above what they ſhou'd. 


Epidemic prognoſtics-appear in cach ſtate, 

Where Meanneſs in office is plac'd, 

Who /curvily ape the odd air of the great, 
And fancy al breeding is taſte. 


But when their high mighty ſuperiors approach 
The malady takes a new turn; | 

As abjectly then the baſe /curvy things crouch, 

As before they were. bloated with ſcorn. 


With arti/ts the ſcurvy of envy appears, _ 
When co-mates' they coolly commend ; 

Nay, oft it breaks out in illiberal ſneers, 
And poiſons the fame of a. friend. 


Shou'd Genius a viſit to Creatneſs preſume, 
He's ſcurvily offer d a chair; 
Diſdain marks the th; ng in the viſiting room, 
i * yer fright ſhou'd come there, 
proud, if you pleaſe, ye gay groups of concei 
Still . hoes, - —_ ; * ? 
2 H 2 We 


ce) 
We know what ye feel, what ye pay for each treat, 
And we know too Ye ws 


With unmeaning gaze pamper'd Wealth wheel'd 
along, 
With the ſcurvy of vanity ſwell'd, 
Took the ſnuff of contempt at the more worthy 
throng, 


By whom he's with pity beheld. 


Come meek-ey'd Humility, lend me thy hand, 
Humanity deign me thy aid; 

Inſtruct me, that I may myſelf underſtand 

Not to ſcorn thoſe my Mak ER has made. 


THE DEMIREP. 
Or, I KNOW WHO, 


Tune... Tze Auſtria and Ruſſia, France, Flanders, 
and Pruſſia. 


LEOPATRA the gay, as old ſtories declare, 
Put Mark Anthony oft to the rout : 
at the lover was fond, and the lady was fair, 
No modern among us will doubt. 
But yet I infi 
Our own Times are the beſt, 
Antiquity ! what can that do, Sir? 
Gou'd Livia or Lais, 
Fauſlina, or Thais, 
Compare to the fine 


I know who Sir & 


Let placemen receive, and oppoſe, 
And raife unforgiving difſenſions ; 
A miſtreſs's arms is the poſt I wou'd chuſe, 
A bottle and friend are my penſions. N 
Preferments 
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Preferments at court 
Are miniſters' ſport, 

When they ſee what to gain them folks do, Sir; 
They may boroughs command, 


F with only to ſtand ; 
As member for fine— — I know who Sir. 


Poſſeſſors, aſſeſſors, envelope the mind, 
With ethics of old Ariſtotle; 
The leſſon of nature, to tutor mankind, 
Is beauty ſublim'd by a bottle. 
The beſt in the College 
Who boaſt of their knowledge, 
The /cience ſupreme never knew, Sir, 
Unleſs they can prove, 
That a ledure e love 


They have had with the fine — I know who Sir. 


You this or that ſyſtem embrace or reject, 
As philoſophy's faſhion is ruling ; 
But look in her face and you'll find an effect 
Beyond electricity's fooling. 
- Though ſparks there ariſe 
What are they to her eyes? 
And as to what touching can do, Sir, 
It is all but a joke, | 
When compar'd to the ſtroke 
That is given by fine — [/ now who Sir, 


The atoms of Cartes Sir ſaac deſtroy'd ; 
Lebnits plilfer'd our countryman's'fluxiogs; 
Newton found out attraction, and prov'd Nature's 


void, | 
Spite of 11 Plenum's conſtructions. 
ravitation can boaſt, 
In the form of my toaſt, 
More power than all of them knew, Sir; 


H 3 What 
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What FELLOw, or $0PH, 
Will in tangents fly off | 
From the centre of fine -L know who, Sir? 


Ye ſenſible ſocials who dare, now and then, 
To laugh at ſome folks in this nation, 
*Tis beauty which ſculptures us blocks into men, 
To beauty then make a libation. 
Poor lovers may prize, 
Lips, legs, arms, and eyes, 
Such piece- meal pretenſions won't do, Str ! 
No /art ſhall be loſt 
When I mention my toaſt, — 
Here's the WHOLE of the fine —— I know who, Sir.” 


* 


M A V. 


Tune, — A beautiful face, and a form withont fault. 


BLEAX Winter is drove, by warm winds, to the 
7 North, | | 

And Shring's early iencil gay colours the earth; 

Each 2 exfrands its fued leaves to the day, 
Creation s new cloath'd in the livery of May, 


As thus, in ſoliloquy, rambling along, 


I * tow' rds the wood, there I heard a ſweet 
ong ; 


The leaves gently fann'd to and fro” by the breeze, 
The air a 2 ſymphony play'd through the trees. 


As a hound after hare the lon meadow Oer leaps, 

It was — like love winch gave ipeed to my 
ps; ? 

I beat through the thicket, upon the game ſprung, 

And too ſoon had a view-of the ſyren who fung. 


Oh! 


* 


BA Ha 
Oh! how my- heart beat, how alarm'd was my 


ride, 
Je behold a young ruſtic fix'd cloſe at her fide ; 
They toy'd and they prattled, twas innocent play, 
Their roſy cheeks ſpoke all the warmth of new May. 


The lad and the laſs Took'd like Eder's firſt pair, 
And I, ſcowling, ſtood juſt as Satan did there. 

Her tenderneſs hateful, his fondneſs as bad, 

But their give-and-take kiſſings. O God -I grew 
mad. 


I turn'd from the ſight, then return'd in deſpair, 
And pretended a cure by deſpiſing the fair; 

On both beſtow'd curſes, went raving away, 

But I ſtopp'd at each ſtep, nor cou'd go, nor cou'd 


ſtay. 


Home, heavily ſighing, I halted along, 

Each bird jarr'd my head with its out-of-tune ſong : 
The late pleaſing landſcapes appear'd in decay, 
The ſcene to December was chang'd from new May. 


In my books I expected ſome noſtrum to find, 
But learning to love has ſmall ſhare in the mind. 
No morals I met there, the wonder cou'd work, 


But inſtin& ſuggeſted—to draw a long cork. 


As ſorrow is dry, the beſt thing I could do, 

To make my cure perfect, was drawing out two: 
So wine before wenching hereafter I'll ſay, | 
For wine's good in all months, as well as in May. 


THE BRITONS WISH 
Tune Daniel Cooper, 
OU'D you know the way that Eve I 
In Eden was caught tripping, Arch 
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Arch SATAN twitch'd her by the ſleeve; 
And ſhew'd a golden pippin ; 
Tempted by the glitt'ring charm, 
*T was ſaid ſhe ill-us'd Adam, 
And ever fince the ſame alarm 
- Bewitches Miss and MADAM 


The dad of Dane was a dolt, 
To lock a woman's will in; 

A guinea ſhower hurſt cach bolt, 

| Kits op'd her lap for filling. 

Aſk beauties, who for chapmen wait, 
What tis they chiefly wilt for, 

They'll own, though moſt men take their bait; 
Tis only gold. they fiſh for- 


But why ſhou'd women bear the blame, 
When men, both out and in, Sir, 
Will grumble at the golden game, 
Nor care they how they win, Sir? 
Arts, Science, Office, Trade, confeſs. - 
Mean mercenary dealings, 
All reas' nin by more or leſs, 
Shew ſelfith fellow-feelings.. 


Election agents truth diſgrace; . I 
They've made this an unſound age; 
To brothel's brought fair Freedom's face, 
And, Pander-like, took poundage. 
But henceforth Britons may we ſhew, 

In bribes no more our truſt is, 
But. nobly independent-go, 
And only vote for Juſtice. 


O! Trop! from whom each bleſſing ſprings, 
Earth, ſeas, and ſkies, director, 
To whom we owe the beſt of kings, 
Be his, be our protector. 


The 


„ 
The tyrant, arm'd with terror's ſcourge, 
Awes ſubject ſlaves t' approve him, 


But free-born Briton's bow to GEORGE, 
For in our hearts we love him. 


Dear Liberty, celeſtial Fire, 
Remain here unconſuming; 
May that ſpark catch, from 2 to Si re, 
From age to age illuming: 
For this is ev'ry Briton's ſong, 
This all we wiſh to be boys; 
Let life be ſhort, let life be long, 
But let that life be free boys. 


MUTUAL LOVE. 


Tune, —As Chloe on flowers reclin'd, &c. 
N a brook's grafly brink, in'the willow's cool 
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The L reſfing, a damſel was laid; 
She ſmil'd on the tide that roll'd limpid along, 
Beholding herſelf, to herſelf ſung this ſong. 


The 'Squire's fine Lady laſt night he brought home: 

What! tho? in ſuch gay clothes from London ſhe's- 
come, 

Had I coſtly faſhions as well ſhou'd I ſeem, 

For fairer my face is, if Truth's in this ſtream. 


Thro' church-yard, on Sunday, as ſlowly I tread, 
While gaping louts, grianing, on tombſtones are 
| ſpread, | 

I hear how they praiſe me, I keep on my way, 

And, down-looking, ſeem not to heed what they ſay. 


: — 
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Sometimes Lords and Captains, all over perfume, 
Will ſtop me, and tell me, I'm Beauty in Bloom: 


That I rival the roſe,---that I'm whiter than ſnow: 
[ ſimper, and fimple ſay Don't jeer one ſo. 


They've preſy'd me, they've promis'd, nay offer d 
me gold, *. 

Sometimes Traiture them) they've ſtrove to be bold; 

They've talk d of my treaſure, they've call'd it agem, 

To be ſure ſo it is, but it is not for tem. 


No! no! tis for him, and *tis only his part, 

Who's the man of my hope, and tlie hopes of my 
heart; * 

Who friendly inſtructs me, who fondly can play, 

And his eyes always ſpeak what his withes wou d ſay. 


The ranging bee ſweets from the honey-cup ſips, 
As ſweet I taſte love from the touch of his lips; 
Oft my cheek on the fleece of my Iambkins I reſt, 
But cold is that pillow compar'd to his breaſt. 


Tis here for my fair one!---her Lover reply'd, 

Ser 2 e as he leap'd, and light dropp'd at 
er ſide; F 

She ftarted! a moment life's bloom left her face, 

But quiek twas recall'd by the warmth of embrace. 


She languiſhing lay in Love's tendereſt feene, 
And queſtion'd the rambler where 'twas he had been! 
Why ſo he wou'd fright her. —She'd ſcold him ſhe 
vow'd; 


But a kiſs was his'plea, and that plea was-allow'd. 


Till by kiſſes o*ercome, to his tranſports ſhe yields 
'Fhe lanſcapes were loſt, and forgot were the fields, 
Each felt thoſe ſenſations ſuſce/itibles prove, 

Who, mutually melting, exchange mutual love. 


A. TIME 


4 8) 

A TIME FOR ALL THINGS. 
Tune. am a young Dam ſel that flatters myſelf. 
A” things have their time by the Hebrew 


King's rule: 
hat pity a wiſe Man wou'd e'er play the fool; 
Yet weak was that Sage, who when long paſt his 
prim E * 7 4 f 
Attempted with beautiful girls to keep Time. 
All was Vanity then, and Vexatlion his text, 
To be ſure he was vain, and his women were vex'd. 


On his own Times how wiſely King Solomon ſpoke, 

But Wiſdom, in our Times, is rather a joke: 

Who's to blame? *tis not clear, whether we or 
our guides, 

But equally. things are ill- timed on all ſides; 

Like witlings, who ſacrifice all to their fun, 

We our errors enjoy, and rejoice we're undone. , 


There's a Time to be right, for ſome time we've 
been wrong ; 

There's a Time for a ſpeech and a Time for a ſong; : 

As to ſong-makipg, ſomebody told me the way, 

Since] nothing cou'd do, how I ſomething ſhou'd ſay. 

A wiſh ſtill to do, has my doings out- ped 

And all I have left, alas] lumbers my head. 


Superannuate ſocials, like me, leave the laſs, 
Purſue the ſole ſport which we're fit for, —the glaſs; 
Be not bubbled by ſelf, nor be Flattery's dupes, 
Nor attempt-at intrigue when ability droops: 

At impotent keepers we've pointed with ſcorn, 
Avoid the fame vice, — be not laugh'd at in turn. 


Turn'd the corner of Forty, tis time to give way ;— 
But / nen to M ine change, and ſtill we've our day: 


Doctor 
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Doctor Bibbibus ſays, whether Flaſk or Scotch Pint, 
As oil to the head, wine the ſoul will anoint; - 

Embrace then the bottles, hug cloſely your quarts; 
May we have in our Arms what we love in our Hearts, 


— MC 
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A. 

THE VETERAN, Ine: 
Tune....Give us Glaſſes, my Wench. Hy. 
URN'D of Forty what then ?—why 'twin 10 

that and Threeſcore, 0 

l the days of our lives let us livre: 1 

We only aſk health, not a moment hope more, No 
Than what Nature undoQor'd will give. p V 

| Ol 

Non ſum quali eram, in ſchoolmaſter's lore, 8 
Is, our cake we can't have when tis eat; — It is 
Do not turn to paſt views, but new ground gallop \ 
o'er, 415 Let 

Nor pull up, for tis time enough yet. 7 
Uly/ſes at Forty Queen Circe embrac'd WI 
| hen older Calyh/o cou'd move: | \ 
ZEtherials pronounc'd him a man to her taſte, * 


He had health, underſtanding, and love: 


'The boys of this time ne'er to manhood ariſe, 
As ſhrubs cannot ſtrengthen to trees: 
Affectation Ability's vacuum ſupplies, 
Ere of age they are old by diſeaſe. 


Inſipid emaciates each public place throng : 
As trinkets on watch-chains are worn, 

By fine women's ſides, ſhewy, ratt'ling along, 
The fops are for faſhion-ſake born, 


Doy 
\ 


Thok 
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Thoſe mode- made - up things flutter lifehood away, 

Abortions of what Britons were: 
Perpetually talk, tho' they've nothing to ſay, 

hier looks are but Vacancy's ſtare. 


As nothing they think on, ſo nothing they do, 
But only rife up, and lye down; 

Inexpletive paths Diſſipation purſue, 
And hue and cry life thro* the town. 


In the pauſe of Embrace, practis'd Beauties aver, 
That Wit keeps Deſire alive; 

No wonder they ſenſible Forty prefer 

To Folly and faint Twenty-five. 


No Chronics my muſcular bulwarks invade, 
Within, frima via is right : 

Conſtitution I never a bankrupt have made, 

So can pay Beauty's bill upon ſight. 


Itis true, we are told—old companions we've been: 
Yet ſound. in our heads and.our hearts, 

| Let Wine, Wit, and Women, but open the ſcene, 
We ſtill can go on with our parts. 


While prompted by natural vigour to pla 
We act thus, encore and encore; as . 


The warning- bell rung, we've no buſineſs to ſtay, 
Valete, the farce faith is o'er. 


A NEW ROAST BEEF. 
25 To the Old Tune. 
\ TOW Old England's Flag is Commander in 
Chief, | 
ith Monſieur our Monarch turn'd o'er a new leaf, 


Down, down with French diſhes, up, up with roaſt 
| beg, O the Roaſt Beef, hs 
n 


— 


— _ 
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Tnflat-bottoms, ſlyly, thoſe ſchemers were coaſting, 
They threaten'd invaſion, but ſpite of their boaſting, 
No ribs of roaſt beef had they; but a rib roaſting. 

While — Engliſh beef, and good Engliſh brown 
5 er. | 

Pleaſe our taſtes, and each day on our tables appear, 
What more can we hope for, or what can we fear? 
The Spaniards once ſtrove, by the ſtrength of their 

Suns, | 

To make us keep Lent, and to turn our girls Nuns, 
But we till roaſt our beef, for we baſted the Dons. 


At Minorca, indeed, tho? I fpeak it with grief, 
Our garriſon fainted for want of relief; 
They grew out of hopes, as they grew out of beef. 


But at Minden, well fed, why, we there faced about, 
Right and-leſt, van and rear, foot and horſe, putto 
| rout; ' | 


They wou'd be in our 


Io plunder our cupboards, France ſentthe Preſt fleet, 
We a belly: full gave them without any meat; 
They then ſold their plates, cauſe they'd nothing to 


beef. but, avaſt, they were out. 


We came, ſawand conquer'd, the Frenchlillie sdroop, 
Louiſbourg, Montreal, Martmique, Guadalouſie, 
Their towns wetoſs'd up, juſt as they ſwallow ſoup. 


By the ſtrengthof our beef we our bulwarks maintain, 
As Liberty's firſt-born, and Lords of the main; 


And thoſe deeds are witneſs'd by France and by 
d/ iu . | # b | 1 


Shain. | 
All Knights by their titles, in beraldy ſhine, 
Nay, writers romantic have ſtiled ſome divine, 
But what are their Sirs to Old England's Furloin . 
| ; | t 


Le 
Fe 
H. 
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Let us honour this diſh, 'tis in „ ＋ chief, 


For garniſh will give it the nobleſt relief: 
Flere's LIBERTY, LoyALTY, 


RoasT BEEF. 


O the Roaſt Bref, Wc. 


— _— 4 


THE PIPE OF LOVE. 
Tune... Bleſs'd Age of Gold 


NE primroſe time, æ maiden brown, 
Wiſhing for what we: wilt nor ſay, 
By ſide of ſhepherd ſat her down, 
And ſoftly aſk'd him, wou'd he play? 
Miu ſhone the ſun through redſtreak morn, 


AYE— ang 


And gliſt'ning dew-drops pearl'd the graſs; 
T he ruſtic, ſtretch'd nas.” I the thorn, 
Grinning, reply d 'I pleaſe thee, Laſs. 


All on the green field's turfy bed, 
Smiling, the fond one fell along; 
The thick. leaf ſhade her face o'erſpread, 
While, lifping, ſhe began this fong ;—- 
_ Tis love which gives life holydays, 
And Love, I'll always take thy part; 
« My ſhepherd's pipe fo ſweetly plays, 
« It finds the way to win my heart. 


The ladies dreſs'd with filks ſo-fine; 
In golden chairs to viſits go; 
On coſtly diſhes they can dine, 
And ev'ry night ſee ev'ry ſhew : 
Vet, if 'tis true what I've heard ſpeak, 
* Thoſe high degrees lead lonely lives ; 
« Huſbands are wileful, huſbands weak, 
And. ſeldom. pipe to pleaſe their wives.” 


. 
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Blue broke the clouds, the day yet young, 
The flowers frag nant fill'd the breeze; 
„ Wanton the laſs, half whiſp'ring ſung, 
P- Yes, fhefrherd,—once more, if you fileaſe. 
Awaking from embrac'd delight, 
She heard her dame, and dar'd not ſtay; 
They kiſs, they part, but firſt at night, 
She charg'd him, come again and lay. 


His teem to geer, home hy'd the loon, 

Ihe love-cheer'd laſs blithe bore her pail, 
And thus ſhe gave her ditty tune, - 

Tripping it dettly down the dale 

« Tho! organ-pipes play muſic fine, 
And fountain-pipes folks run to ſee ; 1 
„Tho' thirſty ſouls love þies of wine, 

„The hie of love's the pipe for me..“ 


_ 


1 
w 


'NOT AS IT SHOU'D BE. 
Tune. . F ere I incline. 


Coxcomb. once ſaid he had Bet's maidenhead, 
But *twas falſe, as I told Mr. Von d-be. 

His doctor declar'd, impotency debarr' d, 
The fribble was not as he /hou'd be. 


As beauty is us'd, ſo Britannia's abus'd, 
How many loud coffee-houſe praters, 
Will boaſt of the weight which they have in the State, 

And wor'd be the nation's dictators. 


. 


Such creatures pretend they can England befriend, 

So attract or diſtract all about them; | 

That ton onner, they know how, when, what, and a!/s, 
And the miniſtry can't do without them. _ 

| Then 


te, 


( gr , $ 


When candidates bow, patriotic they vow, 
To honour, eſteem, and adore us ; 
But chooſe, they change ſoon, they are taught the 
court tune; | 
And chant in majority's chorus. 


Reproach, if you pleaſe; may impertinent teaze, 
ememb'rance attempt to awaken; 
But th' anſwer is this, I thought things amiſs, 
I really, my friend, was miſtaken. 


His market is made; we all live by trade, 
So buy or ſell, Sirs—chuſe you whether; 


Rich and poor Us the ſame,” Change-alley's the game, 
12 


A job! a-ſad job altogether! 


Our animal ſtuff is not made of bomb proof, 
When temptation's attillery aſſails; 

As the batt'ries begin, we're betray'd from within 
The fleth over ſpirit prevails . 


Corruption! — that's hard — but, from birth to 


church- yard, | 
What are we? but rotting- along : | \ 
Filly moulders our clay, each vice has its day, 
ut - good- night for I've done with my ſong. 


BEAUTY AND WINE. 


Tune. Attend all ye fairs, III tell you the art. 


E day at her toilet as Venus begun 
" To prepare for her face-making duty, 


Bacchus ſtood at her elbow, and ſwore that er plan 


Wow'd not help it, but hinder her beauty. 


| 
* 
: 
: 
1 
: 
| 
b 
| 
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A bottle, 
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A bottle young Semele held up to view, 
And begg'd ſhe'd obſerve his directions — 

This burgundy, dear Cytherea, will do, 
"Ts a rouge that refines all complexions. 


Too polite to refuſe him, the bumper ſhe ſips, 
On his knees, the buck begg'd ſhe'd encore; 

The joy-giving goddeſs, with wine-moiſten'd lips, 
Declar'd- ſhe wou'd hob nob once more: 


Out of — waſh, paſte, and powder, ſhe 
url' , | 
And the god of the grape vow'd to join; 
Shook hands, ſign'd and ſeal'd, then bid Fame tell 
the world. | 1. 
The Union of Beauty and Wine. | 


— 


A LOVE SONG. 
Tune, —Gente! is my Damon, engaging his air. 


iT him fond of fibbing invoke which he'll 
chu e, #34 | | FO 
Mars, Bacchus, Afollo, or madam the muſe; 
Great names in the claſſical kingdom of letters, 
But poets are apt to make free with their betters. 


I ſcorn to ſay aught, ſave the thing which is true, 
No Beauties I'll plunder, yet give mine her due; 
She has charms upon charms, ſuch as few people 


may view, 


She has charms,—for the tooth- ach and eke fot the 
F a9, ** N : Ii {7 . i # | | I, 
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| Her lips ;--ſhe has two, and her teeth they are white, 
And what ſhe puts into her mou, they can bite; 
Black and all black her eyes, but what's worthy 


remark, 
They are ſhut when ſhe ſleeps, and ſhe's blind in 


the dark. 


Her ears from her cheeks equal diſtance are bearing, 
"Cauſe each ſide her head ſhould go partners in hear- 


ing: 1 
The fall of her neck's the downfall of beholders, 
Love tumbles them in by the head and the ſhoul- 


ders, | 


Her waiſt is—ſo—ſo, ſo waſte no words about it, 
Her heart is within it, her ſtays are without it; 
Her breaſts are ſo pair d two ſuch breaſts when 

you ſee; H 
You'll ſwear that no woman yet born e' er had three. 


ih 
oF 
1 
f 
| 
1 
1 
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Her voice neither nightingales, no ! nor canaries, 

Nor all the wing'd warblers wild whiſtling vagaries : 
Nor hall I to iuſtrument muſic compare it, | 
"Tis likely, if you were not deaf you might hear it. 


* 


Her legs 1 proportion'd to bear what they've car- 


ä _ TY d, 
And equally pair'd, as if happily marry'd; 
But Wedlock will ſometimes the beſt friends divide, 
By her ſpouſe fo ſhe's ſervy'd when he throws them 
aſide. F . 5 
Not too tall, nor too ſhort, but I'Il venture to fay; 
She's a very good fize—in the middling way; | 
She's —aye--that ſhe is,--ſbe is all, but Pm wrong, 
Her ALL I can't fay, for I've ſung ALL my ſong. 
| = ANTE 36? dla h d 1 L 
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WHATs THAT TO ME? 
Tune;—The dainty dames who triſt along 


HE blue clouds from the-ſkies are fled, 
And vapours cap the mountain's head; 

The lord of 5 Ba refigns his reign, 

While twiBght.uſhers in her train. 

But; what's all this tome & 


5 ſhepherds wiſtl'ing o'er the wold, 

he tink"ling flocks are drove to fold ; 
Her brimming pail the milk-maid bears, 
And hears her love; or thinks ſhe hears-- 


Yet; what's all this to me I 


From reeking pools the ſteams aſcend, 

2 leafy trees their ſhades extend; 
vening appears in matron grey, 

And puts to bluth the rakiſh day. 


Still, what's all this to ne 


The flow'ry beds have loſt their bloom, 
The verdant grove's conceal'd in gloom, 
The landſcapes die upon the fight, 


chilly ſpreads the veil of night. 
of Well! what's all this ta me? 


— 4 ; diſmal birds begin to prow 
tting bat, the hooting owl;- S: 
d glow- worms glimmer feeble rays, 
And kb the lightfoot fays. 
Why, what's-all.this to me? 


W trutli, for when twas dark, 
A Fg 8 a and bleſs'd the mark;-- 


I'hemm'd, 


1 
I 
1 
1 
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hemm'd, and quick the caſement op'd, 
How leap'd my heart, my ſearch was ſtopp'd. 
And, that was much to me. 


. 


% Hiſt, (cries my fair one) ſoftly creep, 
« The old folks are both faſt afleep, 
« Lord | how our houſe-dog makes a din! 
« But ['ll ſteal down, and let you in.” 
| Now, what do you think of me ? * 


When ſafe we met, few words were ſaid, 

For fear by voice to be betray d; 

So what was done I will not fay, - - 

Twas Love look'd on, and bid us play. 
£208 But, what is that to thee 


Love's raptur'd rites are ſacred joys, 
Profan'd by ſots and babbling boys - 
But we initiates never boaſt, 


Fidelity's our general toaſt, F | 
Here's that my friend to ther. 


THE SENTIMENT SONG. 
Tune,---S ing Tantararara Toaſt all. 5 
INNER o'er, and grace ſaid, we'll for buſi- 


neſs prepare, 
Arrang'd right and left in ſupport of the chair, 
We'll chorus our ſong as the eircling toaſt paſſes, 
And manage our bumpers as muſical glaſſes. 


Sing Tantararara Toaſt all. 


To your lips, my convivials, the burgundy lift, 
May we never want courage when put to a ſhift--- 


Here's 


r —— 


* 
- 
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Nere's what tars diſlike, and what ladies like beſt ;—- 


What's that ?---you may whiſper, why 'tis te bs Wore 

freſs'd! | 

; RET That 

Ye fowlers who. eager at 13 aĩm, That 

Don't mark the maim'd covey, but mind bett er "Auf 
| game ; | 

"Tis beauty's the ſport to repay ſportſmen's trouble, Lads 

And there may a frointers ftand /liff in the ſtubble. The / 


To game we give Iaw, and game laws we have {kil And 
in, | 

Here's love's /aws, and they who thoſe laws: are ful- The 

filling, 1. The / 

But never may damſelt demur to our ſhort, The / 

Nor we ſuffer nonſuits when call'd into court. Andi 

As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt fluſh, Here 


Fve's 
The 7 
{he u. 


That 
Aud v 
The 1 
And / 


But v 


On our breaſts, as we lye, we preſent through u 


—  — 


Here's the neſt in that buſh, and tlie bird-ne/ting lover, 
Here's Middleſex. buſh-fighting,-—reft and recover. 


Aſthmaticał gluttons exiſt bu to eat, 

They purchaſe repletions at each turtle treat ; 

Love's. feaſt | a. flayor unknown to mead 
diſhes 

Here's life's dainty, dreſs'd with the fweet ſauce of 


kiſſes. 


Fair befall ev'ry Iaſs, fair may fine ladies fall, 
No colour Pllfiix on, but drink to them all; 
The black, the brunette, and the golden-lock'd 


dame 
The lick M all locks, and unlocting the ſame. 


What 
That 
So he! 


More Tl 


e 
rere 


®. 


1 
More upright fore ænowledge that lock is command- 


Ing, | 
Than all other locks, aye, or Locke's underſtanding ; 
That lock has the caſtet of Cupid within it, 
So---Here's to the key lads,---the critical minute. 


Lads pour out libations from bottles and bowls, 

The Mother of All-Saints is drank by All-Souls.—— 
Here's the Down Bed of Beauty which upraiſes man, 
And beneath the. Thatch'd-Hhauſe the miracules can. 


The dock-yard which furniſſes Great-Britain's fleets, 
The bookbinder's wife's manufact' ring in ſheets, 

The brown female-reafier, who dares undertake her? 
And the wife of Will Wittle--7ke neat baſket-maker. 


Here's Bathfheba's cockfiit where David flood centry ; 
Eve's cuſtom-houfe, where Adam made the firſt entry ; 
The fleaſaut filac'd water-fall, *midft buſhy fark ; 

{he mck makes the tail ſtant, the farrier's wife's mark. 


That the hungry be filP d with rich things let us ſay ; 
And well filcas d the rich be ſent emfuy away.— 

The miller's wife's muſic; — the laſs that's lamb-like; — 
And fence of the farmer on toft of Love's dike. 


But why from this round-about phraſe muſt be 
gueſs'd, | 
What in one ſingle ſyllable's better expreſs'd ; 
That ſyllable then I my Sentiment call, 
So here's to that word, which is, one word for all. 
Sing Tantararara {all all. 


THE DAMN'D HONEST FELLOW, 2 
Tune, — Old Wiman at Grimſtone. 1 


A 5 a choice-ſpirit bred, fo I' choicely behave, 
My bucks, I'm damn'd honeſt and free ; 
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As to rules, they're for fools; I'll be nobody's ſlave; 
The Miniſter muſt do for me. 


If he does.not, nor cannot, for that's all the ſame, 
But leaves me to fink or to ſwim; | 

If he won't do for me when I ſend in my name, 
Why, damme, then, I'll do for him. 


If Gon ox did but tip me a place, or a poſt, - 
If I didn't clear all, I'll be curſt: 
Pl take care that nothing ſhall never be loft, 
Of myſelf tho', PU take care the firſt. 


The Government's tools to a man I woul'd ſhift, 
Corruption's the nation's diſgrace ; 

The Treaſury's Lord, why I'll turn him adrift, 

And whip myſelf plump in his place. 


The national debt I'll wet-ſpunge it away, 
The /inking fund that I wou'd drown; _ 
And when we bold Britons have nothing to pay, 
Why then all our money's our own. 


As to Scotchmen, III ſcotch them all off, never fear, 
They are Jacobites all to a man ; 

Pray tell me what bufineſs have ſuch fellows here ? 
I'm a Briton, and hate ev'ry clan. 


They have nothing to do with our meat and our drink, 
I grant you they're clever, but ſtill 
We're ten times as clever, if we wou'd but think, 

And one time or other we will. 


Like foxes I'll hunt Preſbyterians to church, 
For, zounds! we'll be all orthodox; | 

The ſubſidy Princes I'll leave in the lurch, 
And ſtock-jobbers ſet in the ſtocks. 


u 
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My friends I'll provide for, and thus I'll begin; 
Arch-Biſhop of Vork ſhall make robm,— 

His pulpit I've promis'd to my whippers-in, 
And Lord Chancellor's feat to my groom, 


My grand buck at drinking ſhall Admiral bt ; 
I've judgment in all I defign:;— _ 

He ſurely muſt prove beſt commander at fea 
Who's beſt at an oeean of wine. 


Now, as to land-ſervice, Exciſe I'll diſband, 
And I ll baniſh the Fatch from the ſtreet ; 
Betwixt York and Lunnon no turnpikes ſhall ſtand, 
And I'll burn the King's Bench and the Fleet. 


As to ſmugglers, why curſe on the Ca/tom-houſe tribe, 
Of placemen I'll ſoon make an end; 

Ill hang the firſt fellow I find take a bribe, 
Except t'was a buck,---and my friend. 


So now for a toaſt---ſtay---what toaſt ſhall we have? 
Why LIBERTY can we ſay more ?--- | 
And he who won't pledge it I'm ſure is a Slave, 
And a ſlave is a fon of a whore. 


A wife to be ſure ! that's the faſhion in town, 
And faſhion for wives to make free; 

But I won't be humm'd, I'll have none of my own, 
What friends have will always ſerve me. 


So here's to that girl who will give one a ſhare, 
But as for thoſe jilts who deny, 

So curſedly coy, tho' they've ſo much to ſpare— 
But drink, brother bucks, for I'm dry. 


K LIBERTY; 
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LIBERTY. HAL I. 
Tune, -Derry down. 


- 


LD Homer / but with him what have we to do? 
boar are Grecians, or Trojans, to me or to 
ou | 
Such heatheniſh heroes no more I'll invoke, 
Choice Spirits, aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 
Derry down, 


Sweet Peace, belov'd handmaid of ſcience and art, 
Unanimity, take your petitioner's part ; 
Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can do- 

But firſt, may it pleaſe ye---my ſervice to you. 


Perhaps my addreſs you may premature think, 

Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink ; 

There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of em all 
ls the toaſt of the times; that is Liberty-Hall. 


That fine Britiſh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner ſtone Magna Charta is nam'd ; 
Independency came at Integrity's call, 

And form'd the front pillars of Liberty-Hall. 


This manor our forefathers bought with their blood, 

And their ſons, and their ſons ſons, have prov'd the 
deeds good; er CoD): 

By that title we live, with that title we'll fall, 

For life is not life out of Liberty-Hall. 


In mantle of honour, each r fold, 
Playing bright in the ſun- ſhine, the burniſh of gold, 
Truth beams on her breaſt ; ſee, at Loyalty's call, 
The Genius of England in L:ibcrty-Hall. 


Ye 


, 


( ror ) 


Ve ſweet-ſmelling courtlings of ribband and lace, 


The ſpaniels of power, and bounty's diſgrace, 
So ſupple, 10 ſexvile, ſo paſſive ye fall, 
"Twas Paſſive-obedience loſt Liberty- Hull. 


But whea Revolution had ſettled the crown, 

And Natural Reaſon knock' d Tyranny down, 

No frowns, cloath'd with terror, appear'd to appal, 
The doors were thrown open of Liberty- Hall. 


See England triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her ſtandard is Juice, her — 0 be „e; 
Our King is our countryman, Engliſhmen all, 
(GoD BLESS HIM, and bleſs us, in Liberiy-Hull. 


On vere is des AD Monſieur wants to know, 
'Tis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau; 
is a palace of no mortal architect's art, 


For Liberty-Hall is an Engliſiman's Heart. 


Derry down. 


hy - 
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AMELIA.. 
Tune,-- Ye Laſſes who drive from the ſmoke of the town. 


NE eve from whiſt-table Amelia withdrew, 
Join'd ourgroup, and ſhe begg'd we'dexplain— _ 
Why year after year, by Wit's common-place crew, 
We are told life's ſo ſhort and fo vain : 
With a look that ſpoke more than all Cicero ſaid, 
To me flew her order---I bow'd, and obey'd. 


—_— 


Our ſex, my fair curious, are Vanity's fools, 
© On Bubbles of Self-love we ſoar; 
* However a patron may penſion his tools, 
* Defendency dodges for more: 
| K 2 „ The 
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The groſs of Mankind are ſuch near-ſighted elves, 
« Astraſhthey behold all the world---but themſelves. 


IIlib'ral Ingratitude always will ſcold, 

Exfectancy's ever in pain; 

Abuſe gives her tongue, and you need not be told, 
« The moſt werthleſs are always moſt vain : 

Like pure filent ſtreams, Merit keep in its place, 

Approach Dunce's torrent, Froth flies in your face: 


When youbleſs the day, with your figure and face, 
Inſenſibles ſeem to admire ; | 
« By love's Eleftricitics— Beauty and Grace, 
% Ev'n Dullneſs is ſtruck with defire : | 
Life's not worth without you, one half day's ex- 
*« pence, 
« *Tis a world withoutſun, and a ſoul without ſenſe. 


«O! wou'd ye, Ineffables, won'd you endure, 
« To beſtow upon man a new birth ; : 
« Your forms are ſpecifics to furniſh the cure, 
„% And eradicate Fo/ly from earth: 
To you, as our ſovereign, we offer our hearts, 
And only are happy when you take our parts.” 


9 


THE HUMBUG. | 
Tune,---7The man who is drunk is void of all care: 


HAT living's a joke, Jonny Gay has expreſs'd, 
| Fall de roll, toll loll. 
Jn earneſt we'll make all we can of the jeſt ; : 
| Lell de roll, We. 

A load of conceits, a long life we are lugging, 
Which ſome are humbugg'd by, and ſome are hum- 
bugging. Fall de roll, &c. 
Hs 
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His Honour with conſequence charges his face, 

Bows round to the levee, - and ogles his Grace; 
Then whiſpers his friend, Sir, defend on my word, — 
But if you depend, you're humbugg'd by the Lord. 


Says Patty the prude, and ſhe wide ſpread her Fany=- 

Me marry ! What? I go to bed to a man ? 

I deteft all male creatures my God I. fhall ſooon + / 

She did---and was brought to-bed, faith, before 
noon : 


To London Pa ſent her, when bloom was regain'd, 
Invi'late her maidenhead there ſhe maintain'd ; 

For a virgin was wed, - ſhe knew how to be mum, 
So gain'd a good huſband, her huſband a Hum. 


Miſs nicely obſerv'd, waſtly wulgar's this word, 
Immenſely indelicate, n abſurd : 


Yet laſt night, dear Miſs, when you thought your- 
ſelf ſnug, 


You confeſs'd---without hoping ife's all a humbuge 


The wanton wife often, too often, 1 fear, 


Proves N to be facts when ſhe calls her ſpouſe 
cer; 


And enjoys the ſweet chat as ſtol'n pleafures ſhe 
i ugs, 
How cunningly now ſhe her cuckold humbugs. 


But huſband at home, as few marry'd men wiſh 
Fall de roll, toll loll, 
To dine ey Ty day on the very fame diſh, 


Loll E roll, Se. 
Makes a meal with her maid, the thing publickly 
known is, 


A tete-a-tete feaſt, call'd the Lex Tunze 1541 
Fall de roll, Sc. 


' DOODLE 
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DOODLE DOO. 


| Tune, Ex ry where fine Ladies flirting.. 


Ounglings fond of female chaces, 
1 Mount on hopes in Wedlock's races, 


Some for fortune, ſome for faces. 


Doodle doodle deo, fe 


Oh! th' extatic joys which flow, Sir, 
When two fouls congenial, glow, Sir, 
This above, and that below, Sir, 


Each gainſt each, like wreſtlers, twining,. , 
Each with each engagement joining, 
Now refiſting, now reſigning. 


When imparadis'd they're pairing,. 
_— nerve ſtretch'd to its bearing, 
Hardly knowing what nor wherein. 
Fainting, nting—pulſes thrilling — 
— waits, and willing, 
But he's out of breath with billing: 


Fain the fair wou'd fondly dally, 
Looking love - but he don't rally, 
Rather ſeeming—ſhilly ſhally. 


Kiſſing, ſmiling, ſhe cries / fe! 
Go, you naughty creature, go! go 


While he yawns out 4% / ah /—0/! off 


This, indeed, too oft the caſe is, 
Men will furious fall on faces, 
Then fall off into diſgraces. [557 © -Þ 
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All the work they make with wooinzs, 
Couplings, changings, curſings, cooingy,. 
Are, but doodling doodle-doings. 


Falling back, then falling to, Sir; 
We like babies, beauties woo, Sir, 
Love is Cock a doodle do, Sir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, fc: 


THE COMET. 
Tune, —Shou'd J once become great, what a buſineſs 


'twou'd be. 
HAD I old Homer here; I wou'd make that 
4 wretch ſce, : 
(Quoth Venus whom 'tis he abuſes ; 
What buſineſs has any verſe-monger with me? 
Their prudes let them ſtick. to; the Muſes, — 
And ſo ] was wounded by rough Diomede ? 
A pretty dreſs'd up ſort of ſtory ; 
iter imiles - but papa, now, indeed; 


See 
2 not for your honour and glory. 


Why will you permit theſe mortality frights, 
What Olym/rus has plann'd to review? 
Don't ſuffer ſuch reptiles to creep out at nights, 

T' obſerve what we deities do. 

Immenſely impertinent *twas, you muſt own, 
My tran/it to ſee; and expoſe it; 

Becauſe, t'other day, I juſt drove out of town, 
Their ſpectacles peep'd in my cloſet. 


A moment Jeve laid his bright dignity down, 
And let Laughter illumine his — ET. 
To his daughter reply'd—Cytherea, a frown: 

Becomes not the Rick of Grace. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe atoms of clay which you ſee to and fro”, 
Skip abaut on yon globular cruſt, 
Like the blue on a plumb, are but inſects you know, 

A mere animalculous duſt. 


Thoſe emmets, tis true, ſcientifical prate, 
A race of half-reaſoning elves, | 

Who all can account (as they think) for my ſtate, 
Yet know not the ſtate of themſelves. . 

They pretend to examine Eternity's rules,-- 
The cauſe of all cauſes diſpute ;--- 

I'll ſhew you thoſe arrogant earth-worms are fools, 
And thus all their ſyſtems confute. 


Away, at his word, the vaſt Cour ruſh'd forth, 
And ſwift through immenſity blaz d; 

Yet Aitraction went on, though it girdled the earth-- 
On earth, how the 3 gaz d. 

Each circled, and circled a ſcheme of his own, 

And reaſon'd about, and awry ; l 

In derifion, a moment, Immortals look down, 
Tas a jeſt for the Sons of the Sky. | 


Be humble, ye beings of feeble threeſcore, 
Shall finites,.—-Infinity ſcan ? 

The beſt of us only are men, and no more 
And, at beſt, only think what is man ? 

A contrary mixture of ity and /corn, 
Pride, ſervility, forrow, and mirth ; . 

In a moment he's made, in a moment he's born, 
In a moment again he is earth. 


Sons Error; tor that's all the birthright ye ſhare, 
As ev'ry day's actions make known; | 
No longer let Yanity gaze into air, | 
But think of itſelf and look down,--= _ Y 
P et 
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Yet hold !---let us think,---to look down did I ſay *? 
I did ſo,---and ſo ſeize my cup, 

Come, do as I do, and [I'll ſhew you the way, 
'The beſt way, my lads, to look up. 


THE BLOOD. 
Tune,--- Ie Tars of Old England. 


VE learn'd of the age, each artiſt, each ſage; 

Ye ſpeakers at fam'd Robinhood, . 

Deſcribe, or decline, or derive, or define, 
What the character is of a Blot 


Macaronies ſo neat, pert Jemmies ſo ſweet, 
With all their effeminate brood; - 

Free-Maſons ſo ſhy, choice fpirits ſo high, 
Are kick'd out of doors by a Blaad. 


If making a bet, or if taking a whet, 
Or if beating the rounds he thinks good, | 
Who dare to oppoſe, will be pluck'd by the noſe, } 
With a---Dam*me Sir, a'n't I a Blood ? 


If the conftable queer, and the watch ſhould appear, 


His riots to quell, if they could, 
Without compliment, out of window they're ſent; 
And that is fine fun for a Blood. 


He laughs at Old Nick, calls religion a trick, 

And his arguments can't be withſtood ; 

Tis a bett or an oath, but moſt commonly both, 
As to Reaſon, What's that to a Blood ? 


As we have but our day, even Bloods muſt decay, 
He would keep it up ſtill if he could; n 
: ut 
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But his manors foreclos'd, and his honour expos'd, 
He muſt die as he liv'd---like a Blood. 


To retrench would be baſe, to repent a diſgrace, 
So he acts juſt as geniuſes ſhould ; 

By a med'cine of lead, warm apply'd to his head, 
He cures the diſeaſe of a Bd. 


DO THE SAME. 
Tune,---How d ye do ? 
| AJAX Anthony gave up the world for a girl, 


And he who would not do the ſame is a churl. 
Do the ſame / that's the thing ;—do not think me to 
blame, 4 


If a bumper I drink, will not you do the ſame ? 


But what do you think that I mean by all this? 
Why evil to them who imagine amiſs. 

Hit or miſs, luck is all; are the lucky to blame? 
No no, do but win—we would all do ihe ſame. 


The dainty-fed dame, in unpinn'd diſhabille,. 
To the ſwain of her ſighs upon tiptoe will ſteal ; 
Voluptuouſly welcomes the ſenſe-piercing kiſs, 
And gives up her ſoul to the dangerous bliſs. 


While ſoft broken murmurs betray her delight, 
The ruſtling leaves play through the ſtill of the 


night, &; 
As if to her tremblings they kept time and tune; 
Above mildly ſhone, in pale ſplendor, the moon. 


_ Luna down looking, the luſcious ſcene ſees, 
Withdrew her beams, bluſhing, from ſilvet-topp' d 
trees. ;. | 


In. 
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In a cloud veils her face, crying out, fie for Name. 
To Endymion drives off, - and with him does the fame. 


'Tis Hypocriſy's humour, the 'n of the Times, 
To * on our neighbours the load of our crimes ; 
The failings of friends we to Slander proclaim, 

But fink our own ſinnings,--won't you do the ſame? 


| Reaſon ne'er had the head-ach, no toaſts he'll ap- 
prove ; 
Reaſon ne'er had the heart-ach—he ne'er wes in 
love. | 
But poor honeſt Inſtinct, he's always to blame, 
For he'll drink and he'll love, and—why we do 
| the ſame. | 


My country, ! my couutry ! that phraſe cannot fail; 
Tis the bait voters bite at, the tub for.the whale: 
Diſtinftion, on each fide, is only a name; 


For thus fide, and that fide,—both ſides do the ſame, 


Let us, without blaming or this fide or that, 

Only keep to our own fide, and mind what we're at. 
I would he at ſomething, but what, I won't name, 
Yet to toaſt it I'll teach you, and drink to the /ame. 


Your ſentiment, Decency, give it to me,— 

ue Quaker's Addreſs, Friend, I drink unto thee. 

So here's to't, and to thee; and pray who's to blame? 

Why him---can you find him? who won't do /e 
ſame. 


LOVE 
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LOVE AND WINE's PARTNERSHIP. . 


Tune, No more let us trouble our heads "bout the 
State. 


IT was as one morning on Ida Jove ſhone, 
All frantic the Queen of Love flew in, 

er arms ſhe expanded, embracing his throne, 

Sa ing, Sire, oh ſave me from ruin ! 
For hae Dione to Jafiter prays, 

2 abandon my Temples and Shrine, Sir, 

That ſot and his ſots, have extinguiſh'd my blaze, 

And drown'd Beauty's Altars in wine, Sir. 


By Styx, but tis falſe, jolly Bacrhus reply'd ; 
Such ſlander I'll never endure, Ma'am : 

Love's pains to aſſuage men that many things try'd, 
In me only met with a cure, Ma'am. 

Your ignorant urchin, your booby, is blind, - 
And ſcatters his arrows at random ; 

The r BY miſlead, and they madden the 

Mind; ä 

Tis Wine which alone can withſtand 'em. 


Mere is it? th' Olympical Grand called out, 
Young Semele bumper'd Champaign, Sir, 
Full nimbly the Genius bruſh'd it about,--- 
Quoth Mercury, 1 drink again, Sir. 
So laying his lightning's artillery down, 
His trefles imperially ſhaking, 
To Venus put on a majeſtical frown, 
Saying, Certainly you are miſtaken. 


Miſtaken, Papa? Mi fray hold your tongue, 
2 "yp better. Fove thunder'd to Venus, 

*Pon *Onner le frertly rehly d you are wrong, 
Celeſtials be judges between us. 


Go 


CAME 


GOD SAVE THE KING! | 
Tune, —#hile Waves rebound from Albion's fhore. 


Ye hardy Sons of Honour's Land, 
Where Freedom Macxa CHARTA plann'd, 


Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
On ev'ry ſhore where ſalt tides roll, 


From Eaſt to Weſt, from Pole to Pole, 
Fair Conqueſt celebrates your Name, 
Witneſs'd aloud by wond'ring Fame, 

When! when will you be free? 


Miſtake me not, my Hearts of Oak, 
I ſcorn with LiBzzrTy to joke, 
Fe Sovereigns of the Sea: 

No right I blame, I praiſe no wrong, 

But ſing an independent ſong, — 

Since Miniſters muſt be withſtood, 

And Patriots are but fleſh and blood, 

| I dare with both be free. 


While ſtrange-told tales from ſcribblers' pen, 
Diſturb the heads of honeſt men, 0 | 
Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
The traſh of temporizing ſlaves, 
Who earn their daily bread as knaves. 
Heedleſs which fide may riſe or fall, 
The ready money—that's their all. 
Such fellows can't be free. 


We meet for mirth, we meet to ſing, 
And jolly join God ſave the King ! 

| Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
As honeſt Inftin& points the way, | 
Our Kine, our CounTay, we obey ; 


— ET”. 
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Yet pay to neither ſide our court, 
But Labs in both ſupport, 
| As men who ſhould be free, Th 


Aſſiſt, uphold — church and ſtate, 
| | See deren you , and good men = 
e Sovereigns of the Sea 
Shun Party, that unwelcome eſt, 
No tenant for a Briton's brea 
Forget, forgive, in Faction's ſpite, 
Awe all abroad, at home unite, 


Then, then, my friends, you re free. 
Ye Sov? —_— of wide Ocean's waves, 
To heroes An naar in gra ves, 
Requiem let us ſing; 


I Alfred, "Hons — name,. 
Then i Ham our deliverer came: 
May future ages Baunswick own, 
Perpetual heir to England's throne, 

So here's God ſave the an 


* 


FAIR PLAY. 


Tune. — N the Nymfths were contending for 
Beauty and Grace. 


pm Britons, and countrymen, heed 
what you ſay, 

et Engliſhmen ever ſhew all folks fair * 

Look up, and reflect, ere you dare to defpiſe, 

We are all ſons alike of one Lord of the ſkies. 


Does Hx give to the Sava 5 the Turk, or the Jew, 
The 4 or Catholic, leſs than to you? 

But Prejudice blinds us, that mind-madd'ning E. & 
We all wou'd be wiſer than WIs DON 1 „ 
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The unfeeling Baſe deny Sorrow a tear, 
Vulgarities dare at 1 ſneer; 


Tho! pity, 'tis true, but Obſervance will find 
The term Yulgar takes in two-thirds of mankind. 


We wrangle, we ridicule, laugh, and deſpair, 
Then raſhly our, what we call, Reaſons declare; 
Illib'ral on cuſtoms and countries decree, 
And ſentence each being born tother fide ſea. 


At Scotchmen we ſpurn, and at Iri/kmen ſneer ; 
Partiality, prithee a word in your ear | 
With looks of contempt other nations you view, 
With equal injuſtice they thus deride you. 


Hoſjutality, ſomehow, was baniſh'd from town, 
Good-Nature enquir'd where Welcome was flown ; 
By Faction drove off, ſhe returns here no more, 
Contentedly ſettled on Jreland's ſhore. 


For the Scots—if we ſuffer not Party to rate, 

There are wi/e men among em; and good men and 
great ; | . 

Where e'er merit's found, give that merit its due, 

To praiſe the praiſe-worthy, adds merit to you. 


- To Oblivion conſign thoſe diſtinctions of ſoil, 
Diſtinction among men all born in one ifle : 
The ſame ſea encircles our ſhores with its tide, 
What Creation unites thus ſhall Clamour divide. 


Here's to all the good fellows, in ev'ry degree, | 
Who dare do as we do, drink, think, and ſpeak free; 
And here's to thoſe laſſes who Liberty prove, | 
And pledge - jou their hearts this toaſt, FREEDOM 
IN LVS. 
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CIRCE. 


Tune, -I have a Tenement to let. 


[RCE was a precious piece, 
A plague upon the gypſey, 


She dol'd out drink ſomewhere in Greece; 


And made her tenants tipſey : 
And then each filthy, ſwinrſh ſot, 

Engend'ring mong the devils, 
Upon thoſe obſcene imps begot 

A harpy ſpawn of evils. 


The fiend Corru/ition, firſt brought forth 


Duſt-licking Adulation; 
And ſecond dæmon harraſs'd earth 
With Party's altercation ; | 
The hag Deceit, a reptile bred, 
Call'd Infamy, the pander; 
A third and fourth were brought to-bed 
Of Inſolence and Slander. 


30 fertile were th' infernal race, 


Each day new monſters prowling, s 


Baſe Perjury with rank Grimace, 
And Envy ever howling ; 
Servility with worthleſs Pride, 
Debauch with poiſon'd diet, 
Swoln Gluttony by Scurvy's fide, 
A faction form'd for riot. 


MW while theſe Implings croak'd about, 


Till ftartVing Madam Circe, 
She order'd all the Vermin out, 
Nor to her own ſhew'd' mercy. 


Abſurdity 


4 
So. 
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Abſurdity with Malice went, 
Ingratitude with Lewaneſs, 
Scurrility with Diſcontent, | 
And Ridicule with Rudeneſs. 


Their baſtard brood the Dæmons bore, 
Along the mid-air flitting, 

And found at laſt a welcome ſhore, 
Where bribery was fitting, 

Ambition hail'd them on their way, 
And gave them his directions; 

His Agents took them into pay, 
Then ſent them to ELECTIORsõ. 


CHASTITY: 
Tune,—Good ſiegie II tell you no Rhodomontade. 
Wonder, quoth Dame, as her Spouſe ſhe 


embraces, ' 


ow {trumpets can look, how they dare ſhew their 
faces, | 


And thoſe wicked Wives who from Huſband's 
arms fly, | 
Lord ! 2 do they think they muſt go when they 
ie | 


But next day, by Huſband, with *Prentice Boy 


caught, | | 
When ſhe = the bed was to Toilet-glaſs brought, 
Her Head he held up, with this gentle Rebuke, 
My Dear 2 was wiſhing to know how Whores 
look ' | 


Turn your eyes to that table, at once you will ſee 
What faces Jades wear; then, my Dear, behold me. 


Your 
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Your Features confeſs the Adultereſs clear, 
My Viſage exhibits how Cuckolds appear. 


You * where bad Wives go? why, really, my 

hick, hi 
You muſt, with the reſt of them, go to Old Nick / 
If Belzebub don't ſuch damn'd Tenants diſown, 


For bad Wives, he knows, makes a Hell of their 


own. | 
All the _ wou'd be wed, if the Clergy could 
ew 5 


Any rule in the ſervice to change I for O: 


How happy the Union of Marriage wou'd prove, 


Not long as we Live join'd, but long as we Love. 


At his feet ſhe ſunk down, Sorrow lent her ſuch 
Moans, 
That — was gagg'd by her Tears and her 
ones; 
What cou'd Hubby do then? what cou'd then 
Hubby do ? 
By Sympathy ſtruck, as ſhe cry'd, he cry'd too. 


'Oh Corregio / con'd I Sigi/munda defign, 

Or exhibit a Magdalen, Guido, like thine, 

I res * e fond Look which the Penitent 
ole, 

That pierced. her ſoft Partner, and ſunk to his Soul. 


Tranſported to doating ! he rais'd the Diſtreſs'd, 

And tenderly held her Iong time to his Breaſt ; 

On the Bed gently laid her, by her gently laid, 

And the Breack there was c/os'd the ſame way it 
„ Was made. | > | 


THE 
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THE SPECIFIC. 


Tune, T“ I with one Love wou'd be always content. 


HO” ee puffev*ry Noſtrum to town, 


What Noſtrum is like the Grape's Juice ? 
No Chymical Liquor that turns red to brown, 
No Beame de Vie, nor Eue de Luce. 
As to Rouge, the rank practice, alas! is ſo rite, 
The Beauty of Health it conſumes, 
But Wine is the volatile Spirit of Life, 
And brightens our natural Blooms, 


The Balſam of Honey a tickling Cough ſtops, 
To Maredant the Scurvy ſubmits ; 
There's what's his Name's wonderful Viherine Droſis, 
And Henry for Hyſteric Fits; 
But Phy/ic, like Mufick, bears Faſhion's decree, 
Of moodith Diſtempers they tell us; 
Licentiates, or not ſo, yet ev'ry MH. D. 
Pronounces us Nervous or Bilious. 


Pour Wine into Wounds you'll be cur'd with a jirk, 
Religious that text to purſue, 


Whene'er my mind's wounded, I draw a long Cork, 


Sometimes my Preſcription is Two. 
The * a Dunce, down the fink daſh the 
lops, 
Thoſe Pipes we are going to ſtart 'em; 
Juſt draw off a Glaſs, they are Bacchus's Drops, 
The Mixture is Secundum Artem. 


As to Cuckoldom that is a hurt to the Head, — 
If Wives will be Harlots why let them, 
An Abſorbent we find in a bottle of Red, 
An Ofuate by which we forget them. | 
Philoſophers 


—— 
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Philoſophers ſay but a fig for their Saws, 
Such water-chill'd Maxims diſown 'em; 


Their Eficients I prove are deficient in Cauſe, 
When I've my Scots Pint, Magnum Bonum. 


Wine makes, —aye, what don't it? it makes right 
and wrong, | 

"Tis Love, Wit, and Truti's Ventilator; 

At once it locks up the moſt voluble Tongue, 
At once turns a Mute to a Prater. 

If fond of a Fair, Wine this Magic will ſhew, 
Make but, like an Artiſt, your Trial; 

In her it will ſilence the nerves which ſay v0, 

And raiſe you above a Denial. 


More or leſs to the Scurvy all Men are a prey, 
Quoth is, that, and other Phyſician : 

More or leſs we're all mad, I will venture to ſay, 
And the world's in a ſcurvy condition ; 

Good Wine makes good Blood, and good Blood 

| keeps us ſound, g 

So Reciſie tantum ſuffictt ; 

For Madneſs, my friends, ſince the Remedy's found, 
Let none be ſo mad as to mils it. 


THE GRISKIN CLUB. 


Tune,---4 Tofer I love as my Life. 


O Griſkins I ſing, they're a feaſt tor a King; 

Kings, Homer ſays, dreſs'd their own Meſſes: 

Achilles, the hot, #lways hung on the Pot, 
Patrocles he garniſh'd the diſhes, 


. By 
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By the Poets of old, Anicius we're told 
Was an Eater among the Antiques; 
Tho' his Taſte it was fine, yet like us could not 
dine, 


For no Griſtins were cook d 'mong the Greeks. 


Mong the Greets? well I know, man, Ahicius was 
Roman, 
So no Critic's rod am a riſking ; 
Not of Roman, nor Greek, but of Britons I ſpeak, 
And Britons who boalt of their Gr:/t:n. 


Trimalchio's Stuff, and the French Dartineuf. 
Had almoſt good Eating aboliſh'd ; 

Sardanaſi lus was great, and Lucullus could treat, 
Yet never a Gr:/#:n demoliſh'd, 


One _ ror took pains, to make Ragonts of 
rains, 
But hoy were thoſe Diſhes compounded ? 
It was done long ago, for at preſent I know, 
Our Cooks would be — confounded. 


Come! Lads, hark away, hunt the Bottle to-day, 
At night, Boys, to Beauty high over: 

Be this underſtood, may our Griſtins prove good, 
When, as Griſts, we leap into Love's Cover. 


BEEF-STEAK CLUB. 
Tune,---Since Artiſts who ſue for the Trophies of 


Fame. 


RAW the Cork, the Cłoth's drawn,---a Toaſt 
to the Kt NG, 
preſume it is meet, after meat me ſhould ſing, 
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For thus preſcribes Galen ;—* Life's Health to pro- 
long, » . 

« Take Dinner's digeſtive, a Glaſs, and a Song.“ 

To him the Diplomiſts their judgments reſign, 

So frat mixturam, tis Muſic and Wine. 


Old Homer, who, Shakeſfreare-like, all Nature knew, 

Does honour to Beef, and to Beef-eaters too; 

He ſings, that the Greeks, by whom Troy Town 
was fell d. | 

In fighting and eating, all Nations excell'd; 

And hy 44 the Day, who was Hero in Chief, 

Had a Double Proportion, or Premium of Beef. 


It was Cacus (ſome ſay) tho' that's not orthodox, 
'T was Milo of Crotos firſt knock'd down an Ox; 
He invited all friends to his Beef-eating Wake, 
But firſt, on Turf Altar, he offer'd a Steak. 

The Mtherials regal'd on the odour that 'roſe, 
Says Epicure Fove, fuch a Club we'll compoſe. 


Then call'd out for Vulcan, the God, limping, came, 
And, ogling behind him, attended his Dame; 
Each deity ſeem'd more inclin'd to her Meſs, 
Than to dine on the beſt diſh Olym/rs cou'd dreſs. 
Fove ſilence proclaims, his curls awfully ſhakes, 
And on Jaa eſtablith'd a Club of Betr-STEAKs. 


When Juno, that inſtant, a female peal rung, 

In Fove's hand the Bowl ſhook, the Toaſt dy'd on 
his tongue ; 4 | 

But commanding a Cloud, like a Curtain to fold, 

He embrac'd her within it, and filenc'd the Scold. 

In practice, ye Huſbands, put Fu}iter's plan, 

And keep your Wives quiet---as well as you can. 


JACK 


JACK TAR's SONG. 
Tune, -A Begging we will go. 


OME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be, 
Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea. 
And a ſailing we will go. 
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Fine Miſs at dancing- ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 

But we go better when we've brought 
The fare tack to cat head. 


The jockey's call'd 20 horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race, 
But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe 
When we are giving chace, 


r a; 
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When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the hunt{man cheers, 
As loud we hollow when we ſend 


A broad/ide to Maunſeers. 


The what's-their-names, at uproars ſquall, 
With muſic fine and ſoft, BE 
But better ſounds our boatſwain's call, 
All hands, all hands aloft ! 


With gold and filver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, 

But Engliſh ſhips more grander ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. 


What's 
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What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 


With ſweethearts, or our wives, Bef 

And then, my boys, hoift /ail for more, — E 

Thus paſſes ſailors lives. Lat 

And a ſailing we will ge. ; 

PREJUDICE. NY 

Tune, Mitlout you will promiſe, nay, fwear te And 

| be true. | 81 

NoxArITOpE's crime worſe than witchcraft is But 

nam'd, | V 

A neglect to repay what we owe; | In P 

Ot ſuch an omiſhon we muſt be aſnam'd, B. 
I'm aſham'd ſuch omiſſion to ſhew. "7 

But when the alarm of an earthquake was ſpread, Ar 

All London ſeem'd running away; He x 

Unſafe the fine gentleman fancy'd his bed, E 

And tumbl'd out, trembling, to pray. Tha 

No Sunday-throng'd routs then politeneſs diſgrac'd, M. 

But each to the Temple repairs; P _ 

\ 


The delicate, dreſs d moſt immenſely in taſte, 
Attempted to ſpell out their prayers. 


Under beds, into cellars, up chimneys, in ſhoals, 

As rabbits to burrows will fly ; . | 

The free-thinkers ran, they believ'd then in ſouls, 
And blubbering, —begg'd not to die. 


But when Apprehenſion had labour'd in vain, 
And Safety ſtopp'd Penitent's din, 

8 * was quitted, for /even's the main, 
*d is church time, my dear, well cut in. 


Before 
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Before that Rebellion at Culloden fled, 
Pale Trrror took towns in the South, 
Laugh ſeem'd to want Mirth, nay, Debauch ſneak'd 
to bed, | 
And Clamour was down in the mouth. 


Then ſoldiers were welcom'd, as ſoldiers ſhould be, 


Nay, embrac'd, as the Pro of the land ; 
And Engliſhmen grateful, from Prejudice free, 
Shook bra' bonny Scots by the hand. 


But ſince—may His Memory Britons preſerve, 
Who gave to Invaſſon Defeat; 

In Peace we permit our own Soldiers to ſtarve, 
But can't bear a Scotchman ſhould eat. 


Ere Mahomet cou'd the Turk's Miſſion begin, 
Arch Gabri'l came down as his gueſt ; 

He purify'd Mecca's Profeſſor from fin, 
Extracting a She from his breaſt, 


That Shot we are born with, tis Fealouſy's Core, 
Mortality's Pain and Diſgrace; 

Pluck it out, and to hinder its hurting you more, 
EMULATION apply in its place. 


— 2 — 


FREEDOM. 
Tune, - Be) Bell, and Mary Gray. 


OME Neighbours, Neigbours, drink about, 
| Have done with Party's pother, | 
Litt not, ye Lads, to Uroar's roũt, 
On one fide nor on t'other. 
The Winners laugh, the Loſers rail, 


Thus Faction ever dins, Sir; 
M Inſanity 
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Inſanity tells Felly's tale, 
The Outs will at the Ins, Sir. 


Oh, Common Senſe ! once more deſcend 
To fave this Je from finking ; 

Be once again Britannia's friend, 
And ſet her Sons to thinking 

No more by K naves let us be Tchool'd, 
But teach us how to read 'em, 

Nor let well-meaning Men be fool'd 
By Privilege and Freedom, 


Where's Freedom? — point out how and when 

We have enjoy'd that Bounty ? 
When Magna Charta—aye, Amen,— 

But tell me where's her County? 

where our firofeerty's ſecur d, 
ere Liberty oſeſſin : 

Then, Brother Br:tons, be aſſur'd 

The Game AcT is a Bleſſing. 


Lov'd LIBERTY! celeſtial Maid 
Which way ſhall we addreſs thee ? 
You're England's Genius, it is ſaid, 

And Engliſhmen poſſeſs thee ? 
We boaſt too much about this fair, 

For, nightly, tho' we toaſt her, 
I wou'd not have you, friends, deſpair— 
But, faith, I fear we've loſt her. 


Like Hamlet's ghoſt, *7was here / tis gone! 
And only to be gueſs'd at; 

As maidenheads, when loſt and won, 
Are what the winners jeſt at. 

In vain the Goppess opes her arms, 
No more her arms we're wooing ; 


Licentiouſne/s 
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I ;centiouſneſs has Harlot's charms, 
Which tempt to our undoing. 


Wit, Beauty, Sciences, and Arts, 
Are all become dependant ; 

We're neither free in heads nor hearts, 
We're ſlaves, and there's an end on't. 

It was, and ever will be fo, | 
Each fetter'd to ſome Folly ; 

And, all the Liberty we know, 
Is—drink / and let's be jolly. 


— hs . 


HONOUR. 
Tune,---Confufion to him tolo a Bumſir denies. 


The decks we have clear'd, and 'tis time we ſhou'd 


go; 
A coach did you ſay? No! Pm ſober and ſtrong, 
Waiter ! call me a link-boy, he'll light me along. 


Obſequious the dog with his dripping torch bows — 

Her has ! fioor Tack, Sir, your honour Fack knows. 

For the ſake of the pence thus he'll honour me on, 

Gold duſt ſtrews the race-ground where all honour's 
Won. | 


Hold your light uf /—what half-naked objects here 
ly : | 


Ye, 
Thus huddled in heaps ?---Goad your henour ! they 


cry ; | 
To for creatures, your honour, ſome charity ſhare ; 


Honur's phraſe is Neceſſity's common-place prayer. 


M2 Young 


..H 
* 
. 
* 
* 
: 
# 
| 
| 


UR Reck'ning we've paid, here's to all bon 
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Young periſhing out-ca/ts thus nightly are found, 
No pariſhes care, they're too poor to be own'd. 
Eor he, in theſe times, wou'd be laughed to ſcorn, 
Who diſtreſs wou'd affiſt, yet expect no return. 


With courtier-like bowing the ſhoe-cleaners call, 

And offer'd their bruſh, ſtool, and ſhining black 
ball; 

Jahanning ycur hononr, theſe colouriſts plan, 

And, really. ſome honowrs may want a japan. 


To varniſh the Taſte is, —as caſes from duſt, 
Each picture now glares with a tran nt cruſt ; 
Nay, ſome ladies faces are colour'd like blinds, 
While men uſe japanning which maſquerades minds, 


Of Honour, of Freedom yet England can boaſt, 

And Honour and Freedom's an En liſhman's toaſt ; 

May Infamy ever Deſerters attend; | 

But — crown thoſe who our HONOURS de- 
fend. , 


"KOEN 


FOOLS-HALT. 
Tune, Die Sun in Virgin Luſtre ſhone. 


LD Homer nodded 1>ng ago, 

And modern bards oft' ſleep we know; 
They doze to dream, and dream to write, 
"Twas thus with me the other night. 
Sleeping by all ſomnif rous rules, 
Methought *rwas in the hall of fools; 

More properly the plece to call, 
The learned lay, it was Fools-Hall. 


There Billing ſgate, with front of braſs, 
And Faſhion, rode on braying als ; wa 
| | e 
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While ſcurril' Banter leer'd along, 

With face buffoon, and loll'd. out tongue: 
Riot there, with mouth ſtretch'd wide, 
On a drunkard fat aſtride ; 

Spangled Lewdne/s ope'd the ball, 

And Nonſenſe echo'd round Fools- Halt. 


Credulity, the dupe of lies, 

Stuſnidity in Thought's diſguiſe ; 
Dullneſs came in hood and cowl, 
Solemn as the broad-fac'd owl; 

Quirk and quaintneſs hand in hand, 

In Lawyer's gown, and leaders band; 
On tiptoe Pride o'er laok'd them all, — 
While Scandal flew about Fools-Hall. 


Baſe Scribblers arm'd with white and black, 
To ſhine or ſoil, to heal or hack, 

With ſtone-blind Ignorance ſtood next, 
And fredants tearing Shakeſpeare's text: 
There Prejudice the day denies, 

With hands held up before his eyes ; 
Pert Diſſihation welcom'd all, 

She kefit it u within Fools- Hall. 

With Vanity blind Zeal was pair'd ; 
Hyhucriſy their profits ſhar'd ; 

Fraud, pimp-like, 32 led, 

But hood-wink'd to /mfo/ture's bed: 
Miſs Affectation made rout, 

Debauch the ſick' ning feaſt ſat out: 
While Doctors waited Symſitom's call, 
Diſeaſe's vapours fill'd N vols- Hall. 
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The ſtupid heirs of much-muck'd land, 
With wheezing gluttons throng'd the Strand ; 
Great how they hop'd, they long'd to ſee, 
what victim twas to be: 
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But wealthy dances joke the beſt 

On Merit, when 'tis moſt diftreſs'd ; 
While /ots, while coxcombs great and ſmall, 
Paraded, grinning, round F%0/s- Hall. 


Plain Truth appear'd, but at the fight. 
They ſhriek'd, they cou'd not bear the fright; 
The CRV confin'd him in the ſtocks, 

And Virtue prov'd not orthodox: 

© Honour the pariſh paſs'd away, 

And Mit was gagg'd for Felly's play; 

Deſerted Beauty, mock'd by all, 

The beadle's whip drove from Fools- Hall. 


O'erwhelm'd with what I ſaw, I wept, 

And, happily, no longer ſlept; | 
Malice, methought, had ſpy'd my tears, 
Expoſing me to Party's ſneers, 

Who hils'd, and ſhov'd me thro” the throng ; 
I *woke, as I was dragg'd along, — 
Here's Women, Wine, and Health to all, 
Who ſcorn the crouds. which fill Fools- Hall. 


— 


96 


POLITICS. 


Tune, Tis a twelvemonth. ago, nay, fierliaſis it is 
a twain. 


. S an Engliſhman ought, I wiſh. well to my 
King, 
S 


And my mind I will tell, 'tis a kingdom to me, 


By his Birthright a Briton dares think and ſpeak free. 
My Hearts,of oak, ſtoutly you call out tor Freedom, 


And Liberty, Proherty, really we need em; 
But 


an Engliſhman ought, for my country I'll fing, 


(2009 ©] 


But don't quite ſo loud, againſt brib'ry exclaim, 
Rogues will buy, —but who ſells, Sirs ? then pray 
who's to blame! 


Ye noiſe-making, ſaſh-breaking, lacqueys of fac- 
tions, 

Ye inſane diſturbers, who're bit by diſtractions, 

Think what you're about, when the loudeſt you 

| bawl, | 

Not a man that you're mad for but laughs at ye all. 


Who patriots were once, now are patriots no more, 

And what has been, certainly may be, encore ; 

Nay, have not ſome buſilers confeſs'd their inten- 
tions, . 

They open'd their mouths until Mun popp'd in 

nſions. 

To be wiſe is the word; how that word comes about 

Is, the wiſe are thoſe in, and the otherwife out; 

So ſmall's the diſtinction betwixt one another, 

When Outs become Ins, then they're wiſer than 
other. | | 


The world has, without one exception, a rule, 
The rick Man's a wi/ſs man, the aer man's a fool; 
And fooliſh is he, faith, ſince money's the teſt, 
Who attempts not to get what will get all the reſt, 


Attend and depend thro” the year, ſo you may, 

And: begin, waſte and end the next juſt the ſame 
Way : 

As to promiſe on promiſe ſuch ſchemes I condemn; 

Folks will not ſerve us unleſs we can ſerve them. 


Let us now ſerve ourſelves, fill our glaſſes, fill high, | 
We'll laugh when we're pleas'd, and we'll drink 
when we're dry; 


And 
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And we'll drink Freedom's health, 'tis the beſt toaſt 


of all— | 
Here's our Lord of the Manor in Liberty-hall. 


A CARICATURE. 


Tune, —T other day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſhade. 


AAN 's all contradiftion, a medly machine, 
M Now this thing, and now he is that; 
'o-day all in ſpirits, to-morrow all ſpleen, 
The next, knows not what to be at. 


When in love, how he labours the prize to obtain, 
If luck*'ly, he draws Beauty's lot, 

He'll hate what he has, nay, poſſeſſion's a pain, 
And he's mad to have what he has not. 


When the wind's in the Eaſt, ſad and ſick of his life; 
As if under ſpell of Queen Mab; 

He is always at home Sir mp Brute to his wife, 
Abroad Ferry Sneak to his drab. 


At the tavern he'll prove all religion is art, 

And lavghs at Eternity's doom ; | 

But in bed, when alone in the dark, how he'll ſtart 
If a mouſe only moves in the room, 


He- ſwears, aye, and loudly, that he will be free; 
Nay, die, ere his country diſgrace ; 

Confuſion to Miniſters ! drinks on his knee; 
Then, riſing, runs off for a place. [ 


Wives, ſiſters, or daughters, wherever he ſtays; 
A prey for debauck he intends ; 
| Proper 
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Proper gratitude thus for his welcome he pays, 
It is right to be fond of one's friends. 


Shou'd pique prompt his ſpouſe to retaliate in kind, 
He'll bellow death, vengeance, and all ; 
My hiſtols bring quick but, quick changing his 
mind, 
On his Proctor, imprimis, he'll call. 


When mandlin at night, as 'tis nightly the caſe, 
How loving the creature appears ; 

While drops from dim eyes trickle down his 
| ſmear'd face, | 
And hickups keep time to his tears. 


Fooliſh friendſhips he'll proffer, and fulſome repeat, 
But the zeal of the night ſnor'd away; | 
For his intereſt, indeed, he to-morrow may meet, 

If not, he don't know you next day. 


Not the beſt of us all, not a man is exempt, 
If ourſelves we impartially ſcan; 
We are objects for Pity. or elſe for Contempt; 
Miſconduct is maſter of man. | 


As againſt our own wills we are tumbled to town, 
So reluctant again we go, out; | 

In chaſing and changing that «// up and don, 
We Wiſdomites blander about. 


Still blunder we muſt, and we're born but to dye, 
And as wiſe in the dark as the light ; 

But drinking, my bucks, all miſtakes we defy ; 
Here's a bumper to prove ourlelves riglit.- 


BEAUME 


— - -- - - & © 
R ma „ 


— 


* 
22 — — — — 2 


— 


vw, rome 4 wv 


LES Mord — 


1 
— . r 


( 132 ) 


BEAUME DE VIE. 
Tune — Two Gods of great Honour. 


ADN one morning to 7Theſeus was turning, 
OG miſſing her man, to the beach down ſhe 
R | 
Her cries unavailing, ſhe ſaw far off, ſailing, 
His ſhip fore the wind leſs'ning ſwift to her view; 
She tore her fine hair, beat her breaſt in deſpair, 
m_— her arms to the ſkies, and ſunk down in a 
woon, 
When Bacchus, midſt Ziller, begg'd leave of his 
father 
To comfort the lady, Jove granted the boon, 


When gladly deſcending, her ſorrows befriending, 
His Tayr/is he ſtruck gainſt the big-belly'd earth, 
When o'er the ſmooth gravel, in murmuring travel, 
A ſpring of c ign at hey head bubbled forth; 
She, wak'd with theſcent, gave her ſorrow full vent, 
er — n by tears; 
e s her cham i er lips, taſtes again, 
And feels herſelf ſudd y freed Gm her fears. 


As ſtill ſhe kept ſipping, her heart lightly leapin 
She a ma of can pitifal elt, S 
Wine curn'd her to finging in hopes it wou'd bring 
1 
A lover, — twas lonely to drink by herſelf; 
The God, her adorer confeſs'd, ſtood before her, 
She hail'd the celeſtial, ſhe welcom'd the gueſt ; 
Champaign ſtopp'd reſiſtance, ſhe kept not her dift- 
ance, 


But jollily claſp'd the young buck to her breaſt. 
Each 


B 
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Each girl given over, betray'd byher lover, 
To hartſhorn, to falts, or ſalt-water may fly; 


But we've an elixir will properly fix her, {3 . þ 
If properly ſhe'll the preſcription apply: 1 "TH 
The recife”s wholeſome, tis Beauty's beſt Balſom, 9188} 

For which we refuſe though to pocket a fee. j 49 
As gratis we give it, girls grateful receive it, 1 
So here's to the practice of Love's Beaume de Vie. 1 
1 4 Fl 
THE NORFOLK FARMER. i i 
Tune, - Pm marry'd, and haliſy, with wonder hear Y i} 
this, | "319 

HEN the early cock crows at the day's dap- 28 

pled dawn, | 


And ſoaring lark through the air trills, 
Ere yet the warm Sun drinks the dews from the 
lawn, 
Or vapours uncover the hills; 
While ploughmen are whiſtling, as furrows they 
turn, 
And ſhepherds releaſing their care, 
I riſe to unkennel, at ſound of the horn, 
Or courſe, with my greyhounds, «he hare. 
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In ſpring- time obſerving my huſbandmen ſow, 
hen ſee how my yearlings goon; 
Sometimes riding round, mark my turnip-men hoe, 
Or in barn what my threſhers have done, 
At home, with the parſon, *bout markets I prate, | 
His tythes, though I never delay; _ 
We properly each ſhould maintain in his ſtate, 
The vineyaid-man's worthy his pay. + 
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My milk-maidens, morn and eve, dairy cows preſs, 
For cuſtards, cream, , puddings, and cheeſe; 
My daughters keep market in neat but plain dreſs, 
And dame too---but tis when ſhe'll pleaſe. 
We never for maſter or miſtreſsſhip ſtrive 
But man and wife's lot ſhare and ſhare; 
As Gratitude tells us, in Friendſhip we live, 
Do ſo, ye Crim. Cons. if ye dare, 


My poultry is all by my good woman bred, 
My garden gives roots for my health, 
For London my bullocks on belt todder fed, 
Yet pinch not the poor for my wealth. 
I've plenty of game in my copſes and woods, 
My flock on its thyme feeding thrives; 
With fiſhes well ſtor'd are my _—_ and my floods, 
And honey from yon' row of hives, 


What grateful return is to Induſtry made? 
What reward have the bees for their toil ? 
We boaſt of uf RIGHTS, yet, their rights we in- 
vade, 
And ſeize on their labours as ſpoil. 
But Juſtice to Power is only a name, 
Great fiſhes devour the {mall ; 
Great birds, and great beaits, and great men do 
the ſame, 
Till Death, the grand robber, robs all. 


Content ſpreads my cloth, and ſays grace after meat, 
While H*!come attends at my board; 

No outlandiſh mixture diſguiſes my treat, 
My wine my own orchards afford. 

With a glaſs in my hand, to church, country, and 

king, - | 

I drink, — a ſubject ſhould do; 

Perhaps my dame ſmiles, then one ſong I muſt fing, 
So, Sir, if you pleaſe, pray do you. 
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THE AUCTION. 
Tune - Pe ſioæ on this nonſenſe, I firithee give vr. 


T'LL ſtrive to ſing ſomething, yet would not do 
wrong. 

Will you pleaſe to accept of a common-place ſong ; 

This world's like an auction for ſelling and ſhewing, 

Truth, Friendfhift, and Gratitude, — going! a going 


They are going but how? not by hammer knock'd 
down,— 

No, no] out of taſte, they muſt go out of town. 

Such ſtuff would our dear diſſipation encumber, 

They are ſhipp'd off for ſea, and exported as lumber. 


Preferment put up! who bids? J. J, I, 1; 

Such a — it has made we the lot muſt put by : 
At the name of Preferment if uproar is heard, 
No wonder ſuch clamour againſt the preferr'd. 


Confuſion, and eke Contradiction his mate, 

Fill our heads with—l don't know what politic 
rate ; 

As all to be in, ſuppoſe equal pretences, 

Of Innings when baull'd, they're out of their ſenſes, 


Yet, ſeriouſly, Sirs, this world's not ſo bad, 

Some women are chaſte, and ſome men are not mad, 
But where do they live? *tis not worth while to try; 
They are ſuch ſort of folks other folks can't live by. 


How eaſy is weakneſs by wickedneſs turn'd, 
Unworthineſs welcom'd, and worthineſs ſcorn'd ; 
The female ſex charge not with proſtitute vice, 
Mankind will be bought come but up to their price. 


N All 
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All men and their meaſures 'tis eaſy to ſee, 

No parties, but parties of pleaſure for me; 

Let this fide, or that fide, or both ſides be mad, 
We know no diſtinction but good men and bad. 


Will any here heſitate how they declare? 

Or, toaſt the god people at home and elſewhere; 

Their country, complexion, religion, or wealth, 

We need not, but drink to the Hox EST Man's 
HEALTH. 


_—_— — 


THE BOTTLE. 


Tune,— On a Time I'was great, now little am grown. 


Nn the bottle about, name the toaſt, and 
away, 
With wine be our ſentiments flowing; 
We idly grow old while we drinking delay, 
Be merry, my bucks, and keep doing. 
Keep doing I ſay, fill it up to the brink, 
Tis a trouble to talk, 'tis a trouble to think, 
*Tis a trouble - no, no tis a pleaſure to drink. 
Prithee ring, we muſt have t' other bottle. 


Our claſſic is Bacchus, his volumes prefer, 
To all that's in old Ariſfotle; 
But why, with quotations, ſhould we make a fiir? 
We'll ſtir about briſkly the bottle. 
A fool once to fird how the world could go round, 
Leap'd into the deep where the puppy was drown'd, 
But deep had he drank, he the ſecret had found, 
uch wonders are work'd by a bottle. 


The 


„ 


The ſportſman arous'd when the horn harks away, 
Shrill echo tantwivy repeating, 

His warm withing wife clings around him to ſtay, 
But ſhouts put to ſilence entreating. 

Yet what is his chace to the chace that we boaſt ? 

So, ho! here's a bumper, hark, hark! to the toaſt. 

Hit it off, and be quick, leſt the ſcent ſhould be loft, 

And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. 


Let Heroes or Neroes run mad after fame, 
We're charg'd and rang'd ready for battle ; 

Let Placemen perplex, and let Patriots declaim, 
Let both be indulg'd in their prattle; 

But preachers o'er liquor we always confute, 


Without ' tis the toaſt, at our meetings we're mute, 


For what, with our wine, can be worth a diſpute, 
| Except *tis a ſhort-meaſure bottle. 


Shou'd ſickneſs with ſadd'ning captivity join, 
d The ancients I'll equal in thinking; 
But all my philoſophy ſhou'd be my wine, 
Deſpair 1 defy when I'm drinking. 
Stood Death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or, bailiff-like, dare he ruſh into my room, 
I'd try for one moment to tip him a hum, 
While I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 


— 


THE MASGQUE RAD E; 
Or, LABOUR IN VAIX. 


Tune, Maſꝶs All. 


NCE Jufiter's lady, call'd Fun the ſcold, 
At toilet imagin'd herſelf to look old; 
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In a pet put a veil on to hide her diſgrace, 
Then ſcheem'd how each beauty ſhou'd ſhadow her 


face, | 
Sing tantararara maſks all. 


Firſt England review'd, there, amaz'd madam ſaw 
Many faces and forms without failure or flaw ; 
Then others diſcover'd whole features were ſpread, 
All :afty, all paſty, with cauſtics of lead. 


Thoſe laſt pleas'd the Queen, who declar'd with a 
ſmile, 

The Folly of Fuſſion ſhould lead in this Iſle; 

The great gifts of Jove they were dup'd to deſpiſe, 

And natural Beauty by Art they diſguiſe, 


*Tis an Empire, ſhe ſaid, of dreſs, drinking, and 
a ſong; 

Of bathing—becauſe we are bit by Bon Ton : 
Her ſcheme, ſhe foretold, would ſucceed with the 


town, | 
For whatever's imported muſt always go down. 


A card flew to Pan, who was ſkill'd in theſe mat- 
ters, 

To model ſome maſks from the portraits of ſatyrs; 

Of Proſerhine alk'd Merry Andrew's ſhade, 

Without a buffoon there is no maſquerade, 


Pale Miſs AFectation was order'd, in haſte, 

To dreſs up the phantom, and call the thing Ta/te; 

Then taught it to talk, juſt one phraſe and no more, 

Do you know me ? it {ſqueak'd, da you. know me? 
encore, * 


Twas the Thing, for 'twas foreign, it muſt be 


ador'd,— 
It gagg'd depos'd Vt; when will Vit be reſtor'd! 
en 


hs %- 
Fab. ad * 
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Men Engliſi men tlius it was Truth bid me ſay, 
Will fhew to their own underſtandings fair lay. 


The world is no more than one vaſt maſquerade, 
Where, by beſt concealments, beſt fortunes. are 
made; > 
Buc why ſhould Plain Dealing pretend to complain, 
Reformation to labour is—/abour in vain. 
Sing tantararara maſks all. 


THE MARQUIS OF GRANBY. 


Tune, SHanbuy. 


HO” Auſtria and Pruſſia, France, Flanders, 
and Ruiſha, 
Have heroes who claim an attention; 
On the long liſt of Fame, as I look'd at each name, 
A Briton I thought ſhe ſhould mention. 
A man among men, who was worthy her pen, 
Nor could ſhe doubt who muſt the man be; 
As I ſaw not the whole, ſhe unfolded the ſcroll, 
And on top ſtood the Marquis of Granby. 


Old Time ſhook his ſcythe, as he tott'ring ſtood by, 
His iron teeth dreadtully grated ; 
Yet the ſad-looking crone clear'd his brow from a 
frown, 
When Fame had my buſineſs related, 
The cheeks of the churl, with a ſmile, ſeem to 
curl, | 
And cheerfully anſw'ring as can be, 
Say, 3 d ſeer, “ Sir, this point's pretty 
clear, 
« We all lov'd the Afarguis of Granby.” 


10 By 
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« By order of Fate I was bid to tranflate 
„That hero to happier ſtation ; | 
The trumpet of Fame ſhook the air to proclaim 
* Her Granby's beatification. 
„He ſhines now a ſtar, near the planet of war,” 
Illuſtrious ſoldier befriend us, 
Be thy — our ſhield, and, wh2n dar'd to the 
eld, 
May thy martial ſpirit attend us. 


Grief, away with your tears, ſee his lineage ap- 
pears, 5 
We remember thoſe looks, and adore em; 
They ſhall live in our love, and, my life on't they 
prove | 
As brave as the brave man before 'em: 
What more can we ſay? but the Cranly's huzza ! 
Encore ! loud and loud as loud can be; 
To the brim fill it up, it is Gratitude's cup, 
Off it goes, To the off5firing of Granby. 


— — 


CONCLUSION OF THE HUMBUG. 
To the ſame Tune. 


HE fages of old, and the learn'd of this day, 
Fa, la, la. 
About life and living have ſaid and will ſay, 
Fa, la, la. 

About and about it, about and about, 


They ev'ry thing ſay, but can make nothing out. 
Fa, la, la. 


Rail on if you pleaſe, when the knowing-ones win, 
Yet half the world ſtrives to take other half in; 


But 


G 


But all ſchemes concluded, and loſs and gain ſum'd. 
Both 6:ters and bubbles are equally humm'd. 


Let thoſe who will hunt after fame, and ſuch 
dreams, 

Break their reſt, necks, or hearts, in the chace of 
thoſe ſchemes ; 

Shou'd they what they with to be ever become, 

They will find all they long'd for, alas! but a 


hum 


By terror of parents, or tempted by gain, 

The lady reſigns to ſome jeſſamy ſwain ; 

When hutbands ſuch delic ate creatures become. 

When huſbands! no, no! for 'tis there lies the 
hum. 


When Beauty, all brilliant, ſhines Queen of the 
ring, 

Such grace, and ſuch taſte, and ſuch—oh ! e- 
the thing! 

How ſiaſiiy her huſband e may be, but mum, 

For ſometimes ſuch happineſs is but a hum. 


What rout” mong the rich at an only ſon's birth, 
And what a parade when papa's put in earth; 
Go caſt up, who pleaſes, Felicity's ſum, 

From birth unto burial the total's a hum. 


The Profit of lite is out-balanc'd by coſt, 
Fa, la, la. 
Joy ever muſt be in ſationg loſt, 
Fa, la, la. 
It is, —ir has flipp'd me, wha t *tis I'd be at, 
So a bumper I'Il drink, there's no Humbug in that. 
Ja, la, la. 


SLEEP - 


( 142 ) 


SLEEP. 
Tune,---By the gayly circling Glaſs. 


LEEP, thou leaden, lazy God, 
What's thy balm for Sorrow's wound? 
What thy reſtorative rod, 
Can it render wretches ſound ? 
Not thy wand, no, no; 'tis wine, 
ine can all diſtrefs defy; 
Ecce Signum, here's the ſign, 
Don't believe me, drink and try. 


Let the reſtleſs SIe invoke, 
Sleeft which cicatrizes Care; 
Let---but, I ſay, Sees a joke, 
Mine's the doſe againſt Deſ/rair : 
What we have been ?---why, farewell! 


What we might be !---we'll not think. 


What we ſhall be !---who can tell ? 
Here we are, and here we'll drink. 


When my face deep wrinkles ſeize, 
And my head with palſy ſhakes ; 
When the gout benumbs the knees, 
And the voice, once manly, breaks; 
When the ſunken cheek ſhews pale, 
And the hollow eyes blear dim ; 
When the ear and mem'ry fail, 
And unnery'd each wither'd limb 


Then repining, then J'Il ſay, 
Life, alas! is all a cheat /! 

When I've nothing left to pay. 

Envious, then, abuſe the trea : 


n 


1 


Soon or late, late's too ſoon, 
Who will truſt to-morrow mav ; 
Thinking puts one out of -tune, 
Let us drink, my lads, to-day. 


Day by day, and night by night, 
Joyful jubilees we keep ; 
Life we meafure by delight, 
Tell me,---have we time to ſleep ? 
Preſent time is in our power, 
And the means that time t' improve; 
Taſte it, 'tis Enjoyment's hour, 
Pledge me, lads, in Vine and Love. 


Let the glaſs and laſs be kiſs'd, 

Let not coyneſs, chill the ſcene ; 
To excuſe, or to reſiſt, 

Is high treaſon to Love's Queen. 
Ponting lips, and panting breaſts, 

Prefling, mingling, murm'ring join; 
Wine inſpiring Beauty's gueſts, 

Pledge me, lads, *tis Lowe and Wine. 


@—_— I — ä 


THE LONDON HUNT. 
Tune,—Come rouſe, Brother Sportſmen, c. 
hay far from field ſports, we will field ſports 

4 


apply. 
rk! hark! ſocial ſportſmen, hark forward and try ; 
Nor think we want game, tho' we're ſettl'd in town, 
Its follies are game, which we here will hunt down. 


We break cover firſt, and throw off *mong the 
great, 


By babblers ſurrounded, call'd Flatt'rers of State; 
Whip 
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Whip — off, for they're vermin unworthy a 
chace, 
Their Patron's diſhonour, and bounty's diſgrace. 


Like pageants, the Nimrods of Nabobs behold ! 

Midſt — they have purchas'd by ſtrange-gotten 
gold ; 

Tho! large packs of livery couples they own, 

When 2 ſtarts up, can they all hunt it 
down? 


In French varniſh'd chariots ſee Quecks draw along, 

Like Death, looking down on their viclims, the 
throng ; 

With tales of their med'cines each paper abounds, 

Hunt their verum; — no, no !—they wou'd poiſon 
our hounds. 


Diſahrointment againſt the-ſucceſsful exclaims, 
And Envy will always make Ujproar call names: 
Thoſe peſts of the public to Clamour make court, 

«To kennel ſuch curs, for they only ſpoil ſort. 


The Outs gainſt the Ins will for ever take aim, 
And Miniſters muſt be the multitude's game; 

Tis tempeſts and tides which preſerve the pure ſea, 
We ſoon ſhou'd be ſtagnate it all ſhou'd agree. 


Beat about for freſh ſport, thro' yon' hall let us 
draw, 

It abounds in black game, and that game is the Law; 

Call the dogs off, 1 fay,—there's nothing to do,— 

If you meddle with them, they'll ſoon turn and 
bunt you. 


Were 
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try back, 
Hark to Honey, that's the prime hound in our Ws" 
pack ; * 4 
We are all ound and ſtaunch, for a briſk burff Wl! |} 
Prepare. 1 
Talio! 'tis a bumper, —fill free and drink fair. : 


Here's the Queen of our Hunt, 'tis Britannia's our 
boaſt ; 

Old England for ever! let that te the toaſt; 

See a freſh bottle ſtarts, one view hollow; _-huzza! 

The Fox bt 100, and Beauty's bruſh, bruth them away. 


— 
— pg 
* > > * + - wn © 22 * E ——_— 2 
4 CEE anos An lt IAC A. ew. 
* — * >» » - . ——- - 
— » 2 — - 
_ 2 — : * 
£ * — — - 
—— 
5 * 
— - 
— . 
- 


— 


THE MAN. 


Tune, — lot fileaſant the meads were, how jorſul 
the ſcene, 


T is he who's unaw'd by the ſound of a name, 
Yet harbours no hate in his breaſt ; 

What his betters may do he pretends not to blame, 
As he hopes they do all for the beſt: * 

To the King he is juſt, to his country he's true, 
And true to his friend and his glaſs : 

A ſportſman who always with ſpirit comes thro”, , 
And ne'er baulk'd a leap, nor a lals. 


No office he flatters, compounds with no cheat, 
But ever takes Honeſty's part; 

Compaſſion awaits on his Juſtice's ſcat, 
And Charity tenants his heart: 

When a love-laden laſs with contrition appears, 
For girls are enſnar'd like the game; 

His tenderneſs turns not away from her tears, 
His pity prevents her from ſhame, 


Ti 
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To Game-a#s he fancies our Liberty yields, 
So ſets their inflictions aſide; 

Protedion allows not to vermin in fields, 
Which is to the free-born deny'd. 

Suppoſe a young idler at birds ſhou'd take aim, 
Or puſs take, perhaps, in a ſnare, 

Muſt Tugliſimen's birthright be forſeit for game, 
And man made a ſlave for a hare ? 


If flicks from the hedge of his honour are found 
In the lap of the big-belly'd poor, 
While fleet fills the air, and deep ſnow's on the 
ground, 
And Miſery groans at the door; 
Humanity tells him to ſeek out the cauſe, 
Which prompted D:/re/s to turn thief; 
Convinc'd 'twas mere want, he awakes not the laws, 
But ſtops future crimes by reltef, 


This, this is /e Alan, uncorrupted he ſtands, 
To Baa! who ne'er how'd the knee; 
Unmortgag'd enjoys all his anceſtor's lands, 
And ever lived debtleſs and free 
Yes, ves, this is He, this the Man to my mind, 
The Man who no party can ſnare; 
Shall I tell you, my friends, where this Man you 
may find, | 
I wou'd—it I could but tell where. 


MY NOSE. 
Tune, — An Aſs, an Aſs. 
HILE people call'd poets, in blank verſe, 


or rhyme, 
Pindarics or epics compoſe, 


And 


( 1p.) 


And celebrate heroes in ſonnets ſublime, 
My ſubject is, ſimply, —mynoſe. 


The large noſe and long one; thereby hangs a tale, 
A tail the old ſcholiaſts ſuppoſe; 


Ex noſcitur naſo—but proverbs may fail, FF 
I find it, in faith, by my noſe. ; 


The boys of Conceit bluſhing Merit deride, 
For coxcombs are Modefly's foes; 

I challenge the ſons and the daughters of Pride, 
To move ſuch a muſcular no/e. 


yl 
L 


Prometheus, "tis ſaid, form'd our animal clay, *- 
For quick ning to tler he roſe; Fo 

| fear that ſome'prentice, when he was e 
A little aſide ſhov'd my no/e. | 


I preſume, —but perhaps; ge ſtum pile to ſay,” 
even preſume to ſuppoſe, 

I ſhould ſet myſelf up in the ſong-finging way, 
When I ought to ſet down with my nee. 


ney 7 ſong therefore ende, ww a doalt wit Your. 
cave 
May JF Miſdom our councils t E. 
May Britons be friends, and forget and N 
And at Faction each turn 845 His 1 9 
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Tune,— This cold flinty Heart it is. you colo have: 
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"HITE Winter has left us, with all its alt 
2-500 * :* 
And froitfl Spring puts forth its buds o'er the plain: 
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The birds their glad welcome by warblings expreſs, 
All Nature ſeems pleas'd at the change of her dreſs. 


Let us take example, and merrily ſing, 

Each moment at midnight to us is new Spring; 
Our green cover'd table, a garden for ſouls, 
Our noſegays are bumpers we gather from bowls. 


With daifies, with king-cups, the meadows are 
crown'd, | 
But bloſſoms from Bacchus our verdure ſurround; 
" Tis hy, egg ſuch Life too, which only Bucks 
now, | 
As for Death we can talk about him when we go. 


When confin'd, no matter to us all the fun, 

The ſmart things we've ſaid, or the droll things 
we've done ; | | 

Future Fame's all a joke—I'm for Life's. preſent 


What's to come may be queer, for 77-Morrow's 
| a cheat. | 


»Tis certain that, one by ore, all muſt reſign 
The poſt of true pleaſure, Health, Women, and 
ine. | 
Think, ladies, what Life is, and living improve; 
To bilk the baſe worms, beſtow Beauty on Love. 


As we ought, we reflect on Life's pleaſure and pain, 

We have liv'd, drank, and lov'd, we'll repeat 
them again. 5 

While Defires depend on Ability's aid 

But Faculty failing, —here, Sexton, your ſpade. 


I have ated from Inflind, I've liv'd upon im, 
As to Prudence can't fay I cer drank with him; 


With 


* 


ith 


W den call'd on to pay, calmly caft up expence, 


wonder, Papa, what it is you can mean, 
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With the Fun tho? I've drove round. the bottle in 
tune, | ; 
And have labour'd all night with Queen Midwife 
. the Moon. | 


As to ſins, —why, reentance will ſhorten our ſcore, - 
The loweſt have hoes, and the higheſt no more 
We ſpeak as we feel, and we act as we think, 

And to men of ſuch methods a bumper we'll drink. 


Here's to thoſe who, Iike us, afetations defy, 
Not /hendthrifts of life, nor like miſers would dic: 
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And drink their laſt toaſt A good journey from hence, 
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THE SQUABBLE. 
Tune, —Pufh the Bottle about, He. 


N Jaa one day, at Olympical feaſt, 

The — * Pcs mp hoſt, Sir, 
Who gayly propofing a health to the beſt, | 

On Venus he fix'd for his toaſt, Sir; E 
Each deity ſmil'd as the glaſs went about, 
But, pettiſhly, Pallas her bumper threw out, 
She ſpoke not, but ſeem'd by her manner to doubt 
The juſtice of toaſting Miſs Venus. 


Then Juno broke filence, and ſpoke by her power, 
Her face looking pale like a ſpectre, ] 
The liquor was turning exceſſively ſour, 
The toaſt gave a guſt to the nectar.“ 
Minerva maliciouſly ſeconds the Queen, 
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Sure other celeſtials are ſweet and as clean,” 
Though not quite ſo common as Venus. 


O 2 Deas 


17 


1 9 


Dear M'em, rehlies Demiren Dio, and bow'd, 
Your! breeding juſt ts your good- nature 
But aſk the gods round, and, nem. con. tis allow'd, 
To all bm ſuperior in feature. | | 
To be ſure you're a prude, and enjoyment to ſpite, 
That ugly ſhield bear, as if lovers you'll fright, 
| nough 525 are ſcar'd, when they've once had 
2 bl at 9 e 4 | 
n Of the old- maden face of Minerva. 
Her ſoy'reign and ſpouſe haug no teize; 
And ved chamber. n | 
And you, Miſs Minerva, as long as you pleaſe, 
May liſten to 80% ers prating ; n 
But I, who am Empreſs 25 Love and its laws, 
Who have immortals and mortals applauſe, 
Whoſe uu. - beauty gueti Vulcan has 
. aws; a ; 1 = 4 wa f ; 
When Mars knithis browand look'd frowning. 


Jeve roſe in a rage, as he roſe though, he reeP'd, 


3 


And hiccups gave out by the hundred; 
Like artiſts on ice, tu the right and left we'd, 

By Styx then he ſwore and he thunder d: 
«Two to one, Madam 'Ox- Eye, is very foul play; 
« Miſs Brain-born I beg you'll diſpatch and away, 
2 =, „ — me 9 2 ſay.“ 

e dri merry, the goſſips are gone 

Of a ſong brother P 5 talking. 

Ajfollo began, with the help of the Nine, 
The ladies returning, good natur diy join, 

Such power has 1 when mingled wit wine, 
75 Al friendly were faddled together. 
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THE PORTRAIT, 
On, La, La, Las + -- ar 
Tune - Colin and Phebe. 


1 bibbers who fip limpid Helicon's rill, 


Ye lords of large manors on Parnaſſus hill, 
Allow me, a ſcribbler, to try at ſolfa, 
And languith, in liquids, a love-ſong, la, la. 


The grubber in kennels for old iron ſeeks, 
A grabber for thoughts ſcrubs the ſtreams of the 
Greeks ; * LT 
With ſtumpy quills raking each claſſical ſpa, 
To pick up ſome ſimile fragments, la, la. 


E wou'd, if I cou'd, with the Muſes make free, 
But which of thoſe ſiſters will liſten to me? 
Attraction I want, their attention to draw, 
As I'm old, they'll object, that it muſt be, Ja, la. 


|  & x 
Ye ladies of Lapland who beſoms beſtride, | | 
Or, pair'd in witch wiſkeys, aſlant the Moon ſlide; - 
If fiends, or if ſriends, you have harneſs'd to draw, 
Let me be poſtilion, and trot on la, la. yh 


Ground ivy has crown'd me inſtead of the bays, . © 
Right Hollands inſpires my rare roundelays; 
Miſs Soaf: Suds I fing, by poetical law, 

To /hifts more than /irts we are put, la, la, la. 


Ye dabblers in diſtichs wherever ye ſnote, 


On flock beds in cellars, or garreteers ſoar, 
Arouze from your blankets, aſſiſt me to draw, 


My love's half, quarters, and 3 
ö 7 
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Her eye-brows are eroſs-bows, the bolts are her looks. 

With mn my poor ſenſes are knock'd down like 
roo 

Her checks—but who can a compariſon draw ? 

Not carmine,—no, no; ſhe has none! 'tis la, la. 


Her lips! and ſuch lips, and uch kiſſes they gav e. 
That Prudence was gagg d, ani} ſent off as a ſlave; 
They found in my mind's magna tharta a flaw; 
Non-ſuited my nen and caſt me, LA, LA 


Her neck has great race, after meat and before; 
Her legs, but alas! I muſt mention no more, 
For Decency, lately, has kept me in awe, 
So to ah ny more wou'd be, mw paws han; ho. 


at 4 TOAST. | e 
Tune, Lads who aue. | 


THEN rupnin life's ge, ne Io a ce, 8 
Each ſtrives 75 be firſt at th 555 off; pac 
Hor with catch- weights for Famd's give-, 


27 and: take plates, | 2 * 


eee nr toaft ® 


# The tuſte of out poaching fo praife, 
All men of their 5 N 0 

The ladies — the ſame ardour expreſs, | 
Exch-wou'd, if The cou'd, be à 104 ff. 


Both ſexes agree; over wine to he free, 

I Aer — i, 
We Un a8 e 
1 Wen 


, . 
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What is life }- prithee ſay, but a glaſs and away, 
While Health is our ruddy-fac'd hoſt; 

But when we abuſe him, we're certain to loſe him, 
By taking too much of a f/. 1-0 | 


Theſe common-place rhimes ſuit common-place 
ny 
Who now can as boaſt Yo | 
Why, really,” 1 Tb is a ſcience to _ 


And there 8 us in giving a toaſt. 


Eves politics fai altercation grows fl, 
Of what now can either ſide boaſt ? 
No matter to us, all their farce and their fuſs, 
Deſerves not the name of a toaſt. 


The riots and routs of che ins and the outs, 


Is only a newſpaper roaſt ; 
Of 2 I fin 90 in and out there's the thing, 
And there PI attempt a new 09/2. 


May our innings be long, may our bowling be ſtrong, 
:ddle-wicket I chuſe for my poſt; _ 
Come, 3 away, twixt the ſtumps your balls 


And * e game loue that's the t. 


| 


oth. a. ah — — 


.  __ A — 


THE WORLD, | » 
BY | 
Tune, —7h Schemes of my Sex I e and abjure. | | 


HE world, and its works, which we grierte 
to forſake, | =o 
Kre good of bad, Juſt as we hit or miſtake ; \ 
We write and we wrangle, make parties and plan, 
As wiſe when we finith as when we began; 
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$0 let us laugh on, to be ſerious is ſad, 
A man in his ſenſes wou'd now be thought mad. 


Our ſenſes are bubbles in Vanity's fair, 

And men- children ſillily make a ſhew there, 

Each mounting his hobby-horſe ſtarts for the race, 
Expects admiration, but ends in diſgrace; 
For ſo diſſipation our training has ſcheem's; 


The more we're look'd into, the leſs we're eſteem'd. 


Behold the booth's ſhew-cloth to draw the crowdin, 
The ruſtics are wrinkled with open-mouth grin. 
Each muſcle's in motion at Andrew's grimace, 


Who tickles the throng till they puſh in for place; 


Pray tell me what more is the world's preſent plan, 
Than places to get in, and puſh who puſh can? 


The ſhirtleſs untrowzer'd philoſopher's ſaws, 

Once obſolete Reaſon pretended were laws ; - 

But 2 turn'd rebel, fo Inſtinet was try d, 

The Paſſions were jurors, Nor GviLTy ! they 
. "4 « f 


Keep Safience in ſchools, Folly now is the mode, 
Fruth”s ways want repairing, I'll ride the new road. 


My bottle's my hunter, I mount with a ſong, 

And ti-tup about like a Sunday-hack throng. 

Each raiſes his portion of duſt for the day, 

And he who's a buck here will duſt it away. 
We'll laugh at the duſt which is made about town, 
And up with our bruſhers, to bruſh the duſt down. 


BEEF: 
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EE AND A BUMPER. 
Tune, — Accet of my ditty without finding fault. 


E thoſe who have nothing to do but to hear, 
And thoſe who have nothing todo but to ſneer, 
Glean Scandal from Infamy's ſtubble ; 
Praiſe is but a vapour, and Cenſure the ſame, 
Go alk of philoſophers what they call Fame ? 
| Tis, Anglice, Vanity's bubble. 


This ſcribbling, this pen-and-ink-itch is a crime, 

Yet heaven forgive each poor ſinner in rhime, 
Condemn'd to the penance of thirking ; 

For what are all ſimiles to a ſirloin ?. | 

The flowing of fountains to filling of wine ? 
Huxxa | for good eating and drinking. 


The Safthics ſo ſoft, the Pindarics ſo rare, 
The Epucs, Tambics, and ſuch ſort of fare, 
With many more names that are harder, 
To turtle, what ſignifies tytire til? + 
With cluffics I beg you'll have nothing to do, 
But ſtudy the tile of a larder. 


Parnaſſus and Pegafic, cold Hyfocrene, = 
Are er which I warrant give ſchool-boys the 
| een, | 

And as to the pedant le, | 
Let him take his ſnuff, let his fiſters drink tea, 
No coxcombs I want, Sir, no old maids for me, 
| But Bacchus and Venus I'll follow. 


The choice ſpirit Horace compos'd lyric verſe, 
Catullus and Ovid good ſcholars rehearſe, - - 7 
Cap, ſcan 'em, and conjugate clever ; 


My 
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My ſentiments are for a ſentiment toafh, 
And /yntax aboliſh for S*, bord, and rogff. 
So BEEF and a BUMBER for ever 


SPRING. 
Tune,---Ceme / pledge me, Love, We, 
OOK round, my Love! how chang'd the 


ſce ne, 
So late white o'er with ſaow ; 
„ Now 'ray'd in flow'r enamell'd green, 
How rich the mcadows ſhew. 


The ſun creative pow'r reſumes, 
And warms the breezy air ; 
The burſting buds expand their bloom, 
While birds their neſts prepare. 


The herds and flocks on herbage feed, 
Sweet Spring renews its pride ; 

The ice-bound ſtreams, from fetters freed, 
Now, tinkling, roll their tide. 


On leafleſs boughs no candy'd froſt. 
In icicles N | | 

Bur as in grief, for winter loft, 
Diſſolving into tears. 


Thus ſordid, ſenſeleſs human kind 
But mere exiſtence prove ; 2 
Jill Beauty's ſunſhine ope's the mind, 
And melts the maſs to love. 


For ſpite of Wealth or Power's controul, 
Orall the Wiſe can ſay © : 


Till 
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Til Woman warms the frozen ſoul, 
We are but clods of clay. 


A WONDER, 
Tune,---Since Lifts but e Teſt. 


Wonder a Wonder |! a Wonder I 11 ſhew, 


You'll wonder indeed when this wonder yon 
know ; 


We are wonderful high, and as wonderful low, 
I hill nobody can deny. 


We always are wond'ring at ev'ry thing new, 
The good things we wonder at, rich people do, 
*Tis a Wonder indeed if ſuch wonders are true. 


Some wonderful folks make a wonderful rout, 
While ſome blunder in, other folks blunder out, 
We wonder what blundercrs can be about. 


One ſide ſays the times are fo good they are glad; 
The times, ſays the other ſide, ne'er were ſo bad; 
No wonder if this ſide or that fide is mad. 


For the tinies, I ſome patriot changes propoſe,--- 
That our taxes be leſs, and we wear plainer cloaths, 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes. 


Imprimis,---refle& on the taxes on wheels, 
On cards, and the claret we waſte at our meals; 
Theſe grievances each party equally feels. 


To be ſure we muſt own tis curſed provoking, 
To ſee how ſome people their vices are — 5 
While Virtue. but, neighbours, don't think 1 
am joking. P 
or 


( 158 ) 
For my grandfather ſaid, and his name's rever'd, 


That his father's father had often times heard, 
How Virtue, when he was a ſchool-boy, appear'd. 


She fled without leaving behind her direftions, 
"Twas in vain, ſhe obſerv'd, to oppoſe fucli con- 
nexions, | 
As turtle-feaſts, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections. 


You may think me ſeyere, but indeed you think 
wrong, 
I promis'd . at firſt in my ſong, 
And the Wonder is--- How cov'd you liſten ſo long? 
Which nebody can deny. 


n * 


THE PARADE, 
Tune. I Hile others rive by fprampuons fphraſe. 


ET thoſe attend who ſeek the choice, 
Here, independent, we rejoice ; 
e look, we like, we meet, we part, 
As inſtin&t prompts the feeling heart? 
While many groups, miſcall'd the great, 
Surrounded by inflpid ſtate, 


The health of Peace abuſe, 


In Party's tumult, Pomp's fatigue, 
Place, Popularity's intrigue, 


: 
: : 
1 


The danglers at a birth-night's glare, 
As toy-ſhop figures, fin'ry wear, 

Like winnow'd chaff ſhift to and fro, 
In all che fuſs and farce of ſhew: :- 
1 $853 0 A 1 * 


As 
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Lite's ſocial ſcenes they loſe. 
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As flies to ſunſhine ſpread their wingy, 
$o up and down theſe idle things, 
| In courtly ſun- beams play, 
The Nobles ſmile to ſee the train, 
Which, with a bluſh, they muſt maintain, 

To garniſh Grandeur's day. 


Dope of dignity and grace, 
Ye high-bred dames of haughty race, | 
What think you, 'midſt our di'mond blaze, 

our cruuded routs, and Gala days“ 

ho' ſordid Flatt'ry's ſervile grin 
Extols your forms, Is all within 

Fit for Contentment's doom! 

Siſters of Faſhion Javgh and love, 
Tho' round you all the Giraces move, 
Yet how are thingy at home ? 


Your ſtucco'd cielings, emboſk'd plate, 
Your carpets, robes, and beds of ſtate, 
Where gold and filver Cupids wove, 
Exhibit artificial love.— . 
Can down, or fring'd embroidery's art, 
Affection win or warm the heart, | 
Or ſtrengthen vigour's ſtores? 
Perhaps, *midſt all the waſte of pride, 
The Fribble yawns at Beauty's fide, 
| Or ſottiſh huſband ſnores. 


While we, as marry'd folks ſhould do, 

On neat unvarniſh'd Love fall to; 

Satiety ne'er bids us roam, 

We find Fruition's feaſt at home; 

Beyond all mercenary charms, 

Pure Inclination ope's her arma. | 
Give Cz/ar Cæſar's due. 


P May 


» ( 168 ] 


= Friendhiþ fill the manly breaſt, 
Gratitude be Beauty's gueſt, 


And each to teach be true. 


— — 


THE FRIGHT. 


Tune,---4h ! Chloe ! tranſhorted, I cry d. 


NE ev'ning alone in the grove, 
Miſs ſat on the fide of the green, 

She wonder'd at what they call Love, 

And what it was marry'd folks mean. 
„All night how I tumble and toſs, 
Vet neither want manner nor means; 
% Alas! muſt] live to my loſs, 

And wither away in my teens? 


Young Rhodophil ran up the ſlope, 
As if he ſome ſport had in view; 
She trembled, betwixt Fear and Hope, 
 Irrefolute what ſhe ſhou'd. do: 
She ſaw him advance to her ſeat, 
She ſaw him, but cou'd not away ; 
Love fix'd a large weight to her feet, 
Curioſity told her to ſtay, 


Defire gave grace. to his tongue, 
As lovers to lovers will ſpeak ; 


Enamour'd, he over her hung, | 


Then bow'd down his lips to her cheek : 


He knelt, ſhe attempted to riſe, 
Tho! 'twas but a feeble eſſay; 
The wildneſs he wore in his eyes, 
So ſcar'd her, ſhe fainted away. 


TIME 


A 1 8 
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TIME-KILLERS. 
Tune,--- How foolifh weak women believe, 


| OW weak is the wiſdom of man 
How fooliſh the fancy of Taſte ! 
Admutting that life's but a ſpan, 
That ſpan muſt we wantonly waſte? _ 
About we diſſatisfy'd move, 
And ramble from climate to clime ; 
Yet neither enjoy nor improve, 


But only, alas ! to kill Time. 


Ye huſbands, raſh dupes to exceſs, 

Pretend to live damn'd honeſt lives, 
Ingrates to the good ye poſſeſs, 

You abuſe both your time and your wives: 
At midnight inebriate reel, 

A prey to foul proſtitute's lure, _ 
O!] think what Affection muſt feel, 

What delicate wives may endure. 


The gun-loaded Squire will toil 
All day with keen Induſtry's care, 
Inceſſantly anxions to ſpoil, 
The innocent tenants of air: 
Or after the fox burſts away, 
Swift down the wind gallops along ; 
The miſchiefs that chance in the day, 
At night furniſh fun for a ſong. 


At toilets how beauties appear, 
Like fowlers they arm and take aim; 
High charg'd with curls, tier over tier, 
And animal man is their game: 
Sometimes with leſs dangerous arts 
The fair, diſſipations Ps 
| 4 
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If trifles did not take their parts, 
With horrid Time what cou'd they do ? 


When fine women do as they pleaſe, 
They hear not the nurſery's din; 
No huſband's abſurdities teize, 

They fly ſuch dull ſcenes to cut in. 
Dear Pravg, Hazard, Loo. and Quadrill, 
Delightful !- extatic | immenſe; 
With them each reflection they kill, 

And eſcape all the trouble of ſenſe. 


Yet, lovelies, before *tis too late, 
While yet the pulſe beats in its prime, 
* Confider that wrinkles await, 4 | 
And make up your quarrel with Time: 
Before 'tis too late, fo will we 
Too long I've your patience be- rhim'd, 
With time may we henceforth agree, 


And henceforth all things be well uud. 


THE FUNERAL. 
Tune,—Come ye Careleſs, come and hear me. 


EE the pall-ſupporting bearers, 
All in Undertaker's ſhew ; 

See the train of ſable-wearers, 

Acting ev'ry mode of woe: 
Silent crouds the ſpot ſurrounding. 

Call'd the GRAND RECEIVER's Domo; 
Diſmal tolling tenor ſounding, | 

Fellow mortals follow home. 


Liſt! oh liſt! ye ſtate declaimers, 
On whoſe words the many dwell ; 


Place 
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Place-beſtowing, Patriot-tamers, | 
Hark ! oh hark! 'tis Grandeur's knell: 
Heralds loud proclaim the honours 
Which this once puiſlant paſt ; 
Tell his titles, count his manors, 
Lord of only this at laſt. 


View the tomb with ſculpture ſplendid, 

View the ſod with briars bound; 
There the farce of Finety's ended - 

All are equal under ground: _ 
_—_— there, there Exvy's baniſh'd, 
; Beauties there can't plead their forms: 
There Precedencies are vaniſh'd, 

Offals ALL to odious worms. 


Wiſe folks, weak ones, poor, and wealthy, 
Tenant unremitting graves; _ 

Haughty. humble. fick. and healthy, 
Britain's ſons, and Aſia's ſlaves: _ 

Gloom no more the brow with ſorrow; 
Meet the moment, come what may; 

If we're all to dye to-morrow, | 


Let us live, my lads, to-day. 


We'll not laviſh life's expences, 
Nor be niggards when we pay; 
Let us pleaſe, not pall our ſenſes, 

This is Reaſon's holiday: 
Here, to dunces bid defiance, 

Affectations diſapprove ; OY 3 
Here's my Touſt,— 7he Grand Alliance: . _ 
FRIENDSHIP, Fatzbon, Wir, and Lovt. 
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THE ,COBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE. 
Tune, Had fretty _—_ been at a Dancing: ſchool 
ed. | 


Ihe practice of cobling is come into faſhion, 


TT a Cobler is call'd but a low occupation, 
rom me up to thoſe who wou'd cobble the nation, 


Some ſay that Old England wants cry ent true, 

Our e trod upon like an old ſhoe, 

And may Heel-jueces want, aye, and Head. icces 
too. | 


One vamhing our old conftitution pretends, 
And turn and tran/late it to ſerve ſelf and friends, 
All this is but botching to ſerve their own Ends. 


Each roof in this iſland with liberty rings, 

The ye of their country each party-man ſings, 

The 2 of that phraſe is, My country's good 
ngs. | 5 


If T, but how ſhon'd I the Nate huve a hand in? 
Good ſouls I'd be picking, the bad be diſbanding, 
And then we ſhou'd, come to a right underſtanding, 


Againſt want the cunning man wiſely provides, 
A ſtorm-ſhunning ſhepherd beneath a buſh hides, 


So as the time change we are ſure to change ſides. 

With my awlin my hand, I'll Old England defend, 

Giving 22 to my betters, who've much more to 
| mend, | TY” p 5 


wy May they ſoon become better, or ſoon have an end. 
A 8 


n 


En, } 


To thoſe who are heedleſs what here may miſhap; 

Their hearts are as hard as the ſtone in my lap, 

They're taking their ſwing, wou'd their ſwing was 
my ſtrap. | 


I begin to wax warm, ſo I'll cloſe u my ſeam, 


Or elſe I cou'd hammer out ſuch a fine theme, 
It was about ſomething I ſaw'd in a dream. 


To my a I am come, and that ſhall not laſt long, 


So this is the laſt of a poor cobler's ſong, 
May they now be right who till now have been 


wrong. 


+; 3 208. 
Tune. Ye medley of mor tals. 


XE goſſips who blab out the ſecrets of tate, 
e tell tales who over the tea-table prate, 
e boaſters of favours from beauties o'ercome, 


Be wiſer, poor pratlers, henceforward be mum, 
Sing tantararara mum all, 


Ye wee who have huſbands negleQing their du- 
ties, 
Phat thine give the bottle that's due to your beau- 
ries ; | | 
Would you cure them? take care when in drink 
| ey reel home | 
To receive them with ſmiles, and reſolve to be mum. 


It is good to hold faſt, to hold much, or hold long, W 


But the beſt hold of all is the holding your tongue; + 
Tho' wits by their words good companions become, 


Can they get half ſo much as the man who is mum 
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The ſervant who lily keeps filent will riſe, 

His ears he muſt doubt, nor give faith to his eyes; 

Aſk the fine waiting-maid how ſhe rich cou'd be- 
come ? a | 

She will curt'ſy, and anſwer, becauſe I was mum. 


But enough has been faid, and enough has been 
ſung, 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er 
your tongue; | 
I have no more to ſay, to an end I am come, 
My rhimes are all out; I muſt henceforth be mum. 
Sing tantararara mum all, 


THE PAREN T. 
Tune, —fway with the Strife, the Ufroar of State. 


Fond father's bliſs to number his race, 
And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on 
their face . 
With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again : 
Men of pleaſure, be mute, this is life's lovely view; 


When we look on our young ones, our youth we 


renew. 


Thus living we love, and thus loving enjoy! 

No deceit A. diſtracts, no debauches — 2 

From the May-morn of Youth unto Winter's 
white age, 


Hand in hand, wich contentment, we fiag thro* 


| life's ſtage; 
When Death bids us ſtop, we end eafy our ſong, _ 
And give the Gods thanks that we've liv'd well fo 


long. 
"THE 


1 
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THE HUM. 
Tune, Pu about the briſk Bowl. 


USH about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 
heart, 
While thus we fit round on the—ſtay ! 
What buſineſs bave I an old ſong to impart; 
When I, Sirs, a new one can ſay, can ſay, 
8 When I Sirs, a new one can ſay. 


What ſhall T firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do? 
What beſt will my bad voice become ? 
Why, faith, Sirs, Pll ſtrive by my verſes to ſhew, 
That life is, alas | but a Hum. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when 
they dye, | 
At death the moſt happy look glum ; 
At our entrance and exit we equally cry, 
Which proves our life's plainly a Hum. 


Law and phyſic you ſee will make ſure of the fee, 
What advice to you gratis will come; 
If poor, you are loſt, tho' merit you boaſt, 
For worth without wealth is a hum. 


Acquaintance pretend that your fortunes they'll 
mend, c 0 | 
And vow to your ſervice they'll come; 
But be you in need, and you'll find that indeed, 
Modern Friendſhip is merely a hum. 


When ſome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel 
| (But let us be modeſt and mum) 
At the altar they bow, but tis only for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a Am. | 


We 
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We are /um'd from our birth, 'till we're Aum'd 
into earth, é 
To an end of our jokes then we come: 
Take your glaſs my briſk brother, and I'Il take 
another, 
And thus make the moſt of a Jum, a hum, 
And let's make the moſt of a /um. 


— 


»„é— — 


SELF. 
Tune,---7 met with a Maitlen one day at the Fair, 


AVS I to my tutor, Sir, what ſhall I do, 
k Þ Shull I think to accumulate pelf ? 
Or learning or glory, which muſt I purſue ? 
Converſe, quoth the put, with my/elf. 


Myſelf I addreſs'd, but ſelf ſeem'd in a huff, 
Re lying, we neer Hall agree, 4 
For — and Cards, Folly, Shame, and ſuch 
ur, 
Had charg'd all their odiums on me. 


Non e fuctum, ſays I, and reſolv'd to be try'd, 
Conceit bid me hope for ſome ſport ; 
To ſeſſions I ran, I had Lang on my ſide, 
Intending to hum the whole court. 


But Refie/ion, a wtetch who had no buſineſs there, 
Nor Memory, yet won'd come in 

Refentance bid Pleaſure deſcend from the chair, 
And order'd the cauſe to begin. 


I begg'd a permiſſion to call in my friends 
l the defence I ſhou'd make; 


G 
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Quoth Self as to Friendſhip he ſerv'd his own ends, 
And only did things for my ſake. 


For his miſtreſs in gaiety I was maintain'd, 
For me he a madinan has prov'd, 

Tho? he may to hundreds affection have feign'd, 
Yet me, and rae only he lov'd. 


In a pet I refolv'd not a witneſs to call, 
Ihe general iſſue my plea ; 

But chal! 'eng'd the, court, judge and jury, an all, 
That they were as guilty as me. 


; *Tis the loadſtone of liſe, to that point the world 
| rurns, 
For man is a miſerly elf, 
Who cries and laughs, loves and hates, gates 
and ſcorns, 
As Intereſt acts upon Self. F- 


But now Pm awake---l that logic deny, 
Which proves Self the ruler of man ; 

To a heart that can feel, weeping Beauty apply, 
Let him think then of Self if he can. 


Till WoMAN: has civiliz'd ſavage mankind, 
We cannot ſuſceptible prove ; 

But when her perfections have beam'd on our mind 
We're brighten'd to Wiſdom and Love. 


Ye ſcoffers begope, ye ridiculous baſe— 
To Gratitude firſt be my toaſt ; 

May Merit meet always with F riendfhit? s embrace, 
And each in each other be loſt. 


THE 
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| HELL THE POIN T. 
Tune, I will tell you what, Friend. 


INCE at laſt T am FREE, contented: PI be, 
O'er briars barefooted to go 
Or loſt in the rain, upon Sal'ſbu E | 
Or left without cloaths in the ſn 


Or if I ſhow'd perch on top of Paul's church, 

I The hotteſt day, juſt about noon, | . 
| Aſtride the croſs ſat, without hood or hat, | 
162 I'd whiſile off Pain with a tune. 


For now I am FREE, no low ſpirits for me, 
I? I. laugh at all croſſes I find; 
I TI think as II pleaſe, and reflect at my eaſe, 
| For Liberty lies in the mind. a 


| To my Fancy I live, and what Fancy can give, 

| 1 enjoy, tho” it is but a dream; | 

| Obſerve the world through, do others purſue 
Aught elſe than a fanciful ſcheme ? 


| Some fancy the court, ſome fanc ela- port, 
5 The chace of a beauty ſome chule ; : ö 
* The topers with wine, the miſers with coin, 

| And poets are pleas'd with their muſe. 


La Merch s mad knight, with wind-mills wou' d 
Ut, 


Like him our attempts are a jeſt ; 
| With envy inſane, and with projets ſo vain, 
1 1 2 Each ſneers at the ſchemes of the reſt. 


This extravagancy on Folly or Fancy, 
Appears to be rather too long ; 


With 


„ 


With ſomething that's ſhrew'd I wiſh to conclude, 
And make this an epigram ſong. 


In a point it muſt end, on a point I depend, 
And like a ſtaunch pointer I'll ſtand; 

I appoint you to fing, 1 appoint you to ring, 
And a Scotch pint of claret command. 


— 


TOM O' BEDLAM. 
'Tune...., Young Fockey he courted ſweet Mog the 


Brunette. : ” 


ARE-FOOT and head-bare, his blanket tight 
ſkewer'd, 
Tom o Bedlam paraded, erect as my lord; 
The boys left their play, at his raggedneſs ſcar'd, 
The mob, pity ſtruck, at his miſery ſtar'd. 
Girls laugh'd, and the fops, faſhion form'd for the 
day, 
Shrill ſcreaming on tiptoe ſtole trembling away; 
While infants crept cloſe, in their mother's arms 
hid, PR | 
Tom, beauty-like moy'd, heedleſs what harm he did. 


J ys 15 Devil? quoth Tom, where's the Devil . 
ay ? | 
Good folks Fo you not ſeen the Devil to-day ? : 
A brother, juſt cur'd, cries....* Where Old Nick 
does dwell, * 14201 
Come hither, I'll ſhew you ;....look, there is his hell. 
Behold thoſe round pillars with ram's horns on top, 
A palace ſome call it, I ſay 'tis his ſhop. x 
Attendance, Dependance, there move round and round, 
And 2 — 1 a dance is, the damn'd muſt be 
ound. .. * 


Q The 
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The fiend of revenge this vile torment made out, 
Twixt Heſe and Deſhair, to hang ſouls up in doubt. 
Exhefation indeed may fill Vanity's head, 

But poor muſt we live when by fromi/es fed. 

I honour the Great, who dare greatly behave, 

I diſſent not from figue, nor aſſent as a „ava, 

For Exgliſi men (corn baſe earn'd bread to receive,” 

Such 1 life, guoth Tom, I'll be damn'd if 
ive. 


That moment a Aethodift came to the place, 
Hair — behind ears, and Zeal's cant on his 
ce; | | 

He thaeaten'd, he groan'd, he grimac'd, and he 
whin'd, 

The mad fellows mounted and ſeiz'd him behind. 

The multitude queſtion'd why he was us'd thus; 

He has broke out, quoth Tom—he's, you ſee, one 
of us. FAD IS 

To mw hoſpital dragg'd him, he there was un- 
o08'd, | F 8 

Tom cry'd out At Bedlam is Madneſs refus'd ? 


His comate reply'd—Brother Tom do not fret, 
The world only works now for what it can get; 


Such ſad objects as we are, it cares not about, 


What has Intereſt to do with us two, in or out? 


But this a decoy dnck, who brings in great gains, 


And tunnels his hearers by turning their brains. 


If he's 2 folks will follow ſome miſchief as 


For one way or other, the world will be mad. 


Here's a bumper, my boys, thay we: ſtill find the 


Way, a ; | 


To ſpeak what we know, and to know what we 
5 4 Ji! nenn bs 


lay. - 
| Ye 


* 
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Ye big wigs of Gre/tam ſome nofrum compound 
To kee on heads clear and preſerve our hearts 
ound, 
May Greatneſs and Goodneſs as partners agree, 
May our ſons, like ourſelves, ſocial ſing, WE ARE 
REE 
And may we, ſelf-conſcious, preſumption deſpiſe, 
Nor o'er be ſo mad as to think ourſelves wi/e. 


S EME L E. 4 
f Tune, — Hang whining and fnining, &c. 


Xtinguiſh the candles, give Phebus fair play, 

The ſhutters unbolt, let us honour the day; 
ly lady Lucina we've drove from her poſt, 

The Sun ſhines upon us, we'll give him a toaſt. 


Says Caution, the neighbours are paſſing along, 
They'lN look thro* the ſaſhes, and tell us we're 
wrong: eren 

Remonſtrance avaunt - what 1s all they can ſay? 


But they've ſlept all night, whilſt we've drank it 
away. 


Ye tutors; diſputers, ye dignify'd doors, 

Ye majors, ye minors, with prebends and proc- 
tors, | 

What ſenſe is it, prithee, which tells us to think? 

When all our ſeven ſenſes declare we ſhould drink. 


Our patron is Bacchus, and Fove was his fire, 
He was born in a burſt of celeſtial fire; 


Mamma begg'd the god wou'd come worthy her 
charms, ; 


The lightning of love prov'd too much for her arms. 
Q 2 From 
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From her, in a moment, the bab 
And into a buck by nurſe Jufiter hatch'd ; 
Th' immortal to expiate Semele's rape, 
Beſtow'd on his foundling the gift of the grape. 


Fe love-ſfick-who live on the ſhine of an eye, 
The red of a cheek, or the tone of a figh; 
Impreſs'd by the ſmiles or the frowns of a fair, 
As weather glaſs ſhews variations of air. 


In country or town you have ſeen, without doubt, 

A dancing-bear led by a ring in his ſnout ; 

While jug plays his tricks if you ſhew him ſome 
it, by | 

| Theſe emblems, ye ladies, will moſt lovers ſuit, 


If girls won't. comply why we never run mad, 

But away to the next, as enough may be had; 

If again we're repuls'd, we ne'er hang nor deſpair, 
But in wine comfort ſeek, we are ſure of it there. 


Draw your bows, ye Crochetti, in muſic's defence, 


With ſeund I'm for having a portion of ne; 
Give me a bell's tinkle, a — landlord's roar, 
With a good fellow's bellow— Bring fix bottles 


Nore. | 


Six bottles | we'll have them, and bumper away, 

We've drank up the night and we'll drink down 
the day ; 

Here's their healths who to wine and their words 


will be juſt, 
Here's the == that we love, and the friend we can 


/ 


CONTENTMENT 


was ſnatch'd, 


1 


8 


tum y 


CONTENTMENT. 
Tune,— Ye Nobles who hurry through ev'ry gay 


91. 


HE poachers for fortune who damſels enſnare, 
With dreſs and addreſſes deceive ; 

o laſſes of wealth how thoſe miſcreants ſwear, 

And, alas! how the laſſes believe. 


Nay, ſome ladies ſeem to expect being loſt, 


They truſt whom they know are forſworn; 


They liſten to him who has ruin'd the moſt, 


And hope to be ruin'd in turn. 


Can this be believ'd ?—no!—the fong-maker jokes, 
"Tis the tale of a ſlanderous crew; 
A ſigh !—then I fear that there may be ſome folks 

Who are ſorry to ſay it is true. 


But when love for love is received on each fide, 
How tenderneſs ſmiles on the pair ; 

This, this is a triumph, and this is my pride, 
I enjoy ſuch a favourite fair. 


No paint in her face—no art in her mind, 
Her thoughts are explain'd by her eyes; 
From frincifile faithful, from gratitude kind, 

And ſcorns the deceit of diſguiſe. | 


All along on the flope, by the fide of a ſtream, 
Our hours we happily paſs - - ? 


My head on her lap, while my love is her theme, 
And my looks I lift up to my laſs. 13 


Tags the breeze from the fields of new hay, 
We gather the ſummer's ſweet pride 


* 
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Or point to the brook where the ſmall fiſhes play, 
And count them beneath the clear tide. 


In rooms rich embelliſh'd with luxury s ſtore, 
Let wealth-pamper'd Indolence yawn ; 
Let Wantonneſs a& her deliriums o'er, 
Till dupes to her dungeon are drawn. 


Let common-place fondneſs her blandiſhments 


ſpread, 
And tempt by the toilet's parade; 


The 3 the ſoft ſigh, wanton glance, and ſly 


Are pantomime tricks of ber trade, 


I have. try'd, and can tell—T have frolick'd away, 
And follow'd the faſhion of Fun; 


The ſame farce have acted that's 1 at this day, 


And while the world wheels will be done. 


GIVE THE DEVIL HIS DUE. 
Tune,——Tp take in good fart the ſeft Squerze, Sc. 


to- vou, 

4 Give to Old 1 Nic what to Old Nick is due; 
What he, owes to us I can venture to ſay, 

Like a demon of rank, upon honour he'll pay. 


Tho! you ſmile at my ſyſtem, and ſneer at my ſong, 
His — $ allow'd to he Prince of Bon on ; 
No thus lies the bus'neſs, Sirs, as we're polite, 


And practice good manners, pray what is his Tight ? 


The Devil is in 


ws a phraſe daily us'd, 
Yet oft, by 6 


language the Devil's abuv'd ; 
Tho! 


HERE is one thing, my Friends, I muſt ole 


1 A * 
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Tho! * hollow hearts may have much room to 
pare, 
The Devil himſelf wou'd not chuſe to dwell there. 


Some people affect with this world to be ſick, 

And give themſelves up in a pet to Old Nick; 

Devil fetch me! they cry, but if Sa TAN they 
knew, 0 | 

His Honour has much better bus'neſs to-do. 


Tho' of Darkneſs he's King, he's a Prince of the 
Air, = 
And with his [»fernal/i we ſhou'd deal fair; 
- The chearful day's ruPd by the Angel of Light, 
And the Devi! (Lord bleſs us) is Monarch of Night. 


His torturing ſpirits around him await, 

As watchmen attend on the conſtable's ſtate.;. 
Thoſe imps of authority ſally in ſhoals, 

And pennyleſs ſtrumpets drag in as damn'd ſouls. 


The hell upon earth, and life's dev'liſh diſeaſe, 

Is poverty finning, and ſeiz'd on for fees; 

Deep in darkneſs that droſs we call money was hid, 
A proof that the uſe on't to us was forbid. 


But Pluto, the Devil's old heatheniſh name, 
Brought it forth ſrom below, as a varniſh for ſhame; 

Perſuaſion, Temſitation, attended the gold. 

'Til all have been bid for, and few are unſold, 


We are dev'liſhly odd, in a dev'liſh odd way, 
Since bribe as bribe can, there's the Devil to ay 
The Devil of arty makes damnable rout, 

Tho' the Devil a bit can we tell what about. 


Mav 
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May Satan ſeize thoſe who by purchaſe deceive, 


May they take the ſame road who ſuch things re- 


ceive ; 
But my we preſerve. HONEST men, tho' they're: 


ew, - 
Export all the reſt, give the Devil his due. 


WATER. 
Tune, Te big-belly'd Bottle. 


UR chorus to Bacchus, to Bacchus we'll raiſe, 

Long corks be — garland inſtead of the bays; 
With Burgundy's bleſſings my temples anoint, 
And toaſt the firſt toper who drank a half-pint, 


My ſong is to Bacchus, the God of the Vine, 
The engineer artiſt to ſpring _ mine; 
Without him Mit pines, and Love languidly fades, 
Cold water has kept the Nine Muſes old maids, 


Quoth Temperance, War's che med'cine of 
ealth. . | 
And Water, quoth Prudence, will win a man wealth; 
Tho? odd it may ſeem, as the _ not long, 
Once Water help'd Bacchus, and thus ſays the ſong. 


„ *Tywas whes his harveſt rejoic'd the parch'd. 
earth, 

« Beneath the firſt vine, Love on Vet begot Mirth; 

Vet ow rais'd ſome rebels who broke from his. 
way, 


* And, drunk with his bounty, deny'd to obey. 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 
Silenus was ſutler, Lord Pan led the horſe ; 


„The. 
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« The — they croſs'd, came in front of the 
oe, 


And ſtruck them all dead without ſtriking a blow. 


« *Twas Pan did the feat, caſt them into a fright, 

« He crept, like a fox, thro! their camp in the 
night ; 

All the wine he drew off, while theſe Ignorants 
ſnor'd, 


« And into the bottles foul ditch-water pour'd.“ 


Each rebel next morn rais'd the flaſk to his head, 

But chill'd the firſt gulp, in an agne-fit fled ; 

Fled, trembling, from monarch to meaneſt me- 
chanic, | 

From hence came the phraſe, to put men in a frantic, 


MEDIOCRITY. _ 
Tune, — Mitempt to be hahfry ! but how can that be? 


N a neighbourly way, with an honeſt man's 
fawe, 
Unoffending, I hope to ſucceed ; 
Attend if you pleaſe, if you're pleas'd with a name, 
Imprimis, let Prodzty lead. 


2 © mts to keep on Humility's ſide, 

or ever loſe Gratitude's view; 

Obey not the envy of Pigue nor of Pride, 
Nor pilter from Merit its due. 


Be aflur'd that E is a noble eſtate, — 
Let not a fond ſmile make you proud; 

Nor rail at men merely becauſe they are great, 
Be not dup'd by the roar of a crowd, 


Shun. 
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Shun Flattry's mo let not Promiſe allure, . 
Nor dangle for dinners in taſte; 


Forget not old friends, tho* perhaps they are poor, 


Nor make new acquaintance in haſte. 


Oh ! ſuffer. not Intereſt, Friendſhip to wean, 
Accept not Servility's treat; | 

Nor ſilently witneſs Iniquiry's ſcene, 
But open at once on Deceit. 


* 


Remember yourſelf, ſpare the ſhame of your friend, 


Nor carry your wit to exceſs ; | 
With ſpirit the cauſe of the abſent defend, 
And ſhrink not your arm from di/treſs. - 


Oppreſs not the /ow, nor be high people's ſlave, 
Nor ever deſpair, nor be vain ; 

Howe'er inconſiſlent the world may behave, 
Mediocrity ever maintain. a 


Bis views let Aub itien extend o'er the ſtate; 
Let Avarice gluttonize wealth; 


No Nabebs I wiſh for, I wou'd not be great, 
4 only atk humbly for health. 


How chearfol, in health, will my latter days paſs,.- 


- Unenvy'd, unenvying live; 


With the friends I have prov'd, and my fav'rite laſs, 


And PRACTICE THE PRECEPTS I GI1vE. 


* 
* 1 


THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 
Tune, —*Heow imſierfect is expreſſion.” 


"NORC'D from home and all its pleaſures, 
 Afﬀic's coaſt I left forlorn, _. 


To- 
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To increaſe a ſtranger's treaſures, 
O'er the raging billows borne. 

Men from England bought and fold me, 
Paid my price in paltry gold ; 

And tho' their's they have enroll'd me, 
Minds aie never to be ſold. 


Still in thought as free as ever, 
What are England's rights, I aſk? 
Me from my delights to lever, 
Me to torture, me to talk ? 
Fleecy locks and black complexion, 
Cannot forfeit Nature's claim; 
Skins may differ but affection | 
Dwells in BLACK and wHITE the ſame. 


Why did all-creating Nature 
Make the plant for which we toil ? 
Sighs muſt fan it, tears muſt water, — 
Sweat of our's mult dreſs the ſoil. 
Think, ye maſters iron-hearted | 
Lolling at your jovial boards, 
Think, how many backs have ſmarted 
For the ſweets your CANE affords ! 


Is there, as ye ſometimes tell us, | 
Is there NE who reigns on high? 

Has he bid you buy and ſell us, | 

Speaking from his throne, the ſky ? 
Aſk him if your knotted ſcourges, 

Fetters, blood-extorting ſcrews, 

Are the means which pur urges, 
Agents of his will to uſe ? 


Deem our nation Mutes no longer, 
Till ſome reaſon ye ſhall find, 

Worthier of regard, and ſtronger 

Than the colour of our kind. 


Slaves 
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Slaves of Gold | whoſe ſordid dealings 
Tarniſh all your boaſted powers, 
Prove that you have human feelings, 
Ere you proudly queſtion our's ! 


— 


THE SWEETHEARTS. 
Tune, Deny Down. 


d 5 
INCE the world is ſo old, and the times are ſo 
| new, 
And ev'ry thing talk'd of, except what is true; 
Among other ſtories my fable may paſs, 
Of four or tive ſweethearts who courted a laſs. 
Derry Down. 


The firſt was from France, a-la-mode de Paris, 
All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſieur poudre ; 
He bow'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took ſnuff again. 


A Dutchman advanc'd, when the lady he ſaw, 
He dropt down his pipe, and he waddled out yaw ; 
With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſh'd leer, 
As frogs ſing in courtſhip, ſo croak'd out Mynheer. 


From Connanght itſelf, faith, another beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgragh Ballingbrough was his name; 
He bow'd to the tals, and he ſtar'd at Mounſeer, 


- Clapp'd hand on his ſword, and ſaid, Ah— Arrah, 
my dear? 


The next a Meſs John, of rank Methodiſt taint, 
Who thought like a ſinner, but look d like a ſaint ; 


 Clos'd 


. 


It 
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Clos'd 1 twirl'd his thumbs, moving muckle 
us face, 
Then turn'd up his eyes as about to ſay grace, 


A neat Engliſh ſailor in holiday trim, 
Who long lov'd the laſs, and the laſs had lov'd him; 
Athwart them all ſtept, under arm toſs'd his ſwitch, 


Squar'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his trowſers 


a hitch. 
He along-ſide her fell, and he grappled.on board, 
She {truck the firſt broadſide of kitſes he pour'd ; 


Then he tow'd her to church, and as to the reſt, 
What afterwards follow'd, is eaſily gueſs'd. 


n, 
ORN's jocund warblers waken day, 

In happy concert ſwells each throat; 
Reſponſive echo mocks the lay, ee 
And buoyant floats the liquid note, c 

Haſte to Albion's happy Iſle, 
Baſk in beauty's cheering (mile, 
Let no dull bodings Hope deſtroy, 
Life's purſuit is love and joy. 


If charms angelic you wou'd ſeek, 
147 beaming from the eye, 
Hid in the dimple of a cheek, 
Or bluſhing in vermilion dye, 
Haſte to Albion, &c. 


The friendly ſuccour you ſupply 
My grateful tongue will oft re-tell ; 
While from my boſom heaves a figh, 
As I pronounce the word—Farewel! 
Haſte to Albion, &c. 
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THE POOR MARINER. 


was ſtreaming, | 


beam'd in. 
Worn out with old age, preſs'd with lunger and 


ef, 
A 44 ben ef of Neptune call'd forth for relief: 
Give relief to, —oh, give relief to the poor Mariner 
He tremblingly begg'd, a the affluent paſs d him, 
The poor mite benevolent charity would caſt him, 
Whi _ his dim eyes, hid by darkneſs thick 


The gear guſh'd ory while he told his fad tale! 
ive relief to, &c. 


Theſe eyes oft have ſeen the proud fink before me, 
| - watch Arkled with joy at the ſignal ot glory ; 
ir} — Brita in's flag oft to conqueſt aſpire, | 
The now loſt in darkneſs for want .I a ] 
Give relief to, &c. | 


My life's been exp6ſ i in defence of our laws, 

I've bled at each vein to ſupport freedom's cauſe; 

The billows of danger have ſtemm'd without dread | 

Now faintly I ſtruggle--now beg for my bread. 
Give relief to, &cc. 


Aſſiſt me, he faid:—the words trembling dung 
In accents molt piteous on the vet'tan's tongue ; 
Wheu the = King of Terrors his ſufferings re- 
arde 
And ſnatch'd him from hence, to where virtue's « 
rewarded ! | 
Death gave reliet to, ke. BILL 


HE Wd whiſtl'd ſhrilly, chill rain down - 


from a dark cell where the ſun ne'er had 
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BILL ;BOBSTAY - 
Written and comfuſed by Mr. Dives, 


"TIGHT lads have I fail'd with but none e'er 
ſo ſightly, 1 | 
As honeſt Bill Bohſtay ſo kind and fo true: 
He'd fing like a mermaid, and foot it ſo lightly, 
The forecaſtle's pride, the delight of the crew. 
But poor as a beggar, and often in tatters 
He ma though his fortune was kind without 
end; . 
For money, cried Bill, and them there ſort of 
matters, (Gat | 
For money, &c. | 
What's the good on't, d'ye ſec, but to ſuccour 
2 Friend, | | 


There's Nipcheeſe the purſer, by grindi ng and 
_ ſqueeaing, -- -- 4 

Firſt plund' ring, then leaving the ſhip like a rat; 

The eddy of fortune ſtands on a ſtiff breeze in, 

And mounts, fierce as fire, a dog vane in his hat 

My bark, though hard ſtorms on life's ocean ſhould 
rock her, 2 8 

Tho! ſhe roll in misfortune, and pitch end for end 

No never ſhall Bill keep a ſhot in his locker, 

When by handling it out he can ſuccour a friend. 


Let them throw out their wipes, and cry ſpight ot 
; the croſſes, | 
And forgetful the toil that ſo hardly they bore, _ 
That“ Sailors at ſea earn their money lie horſes, 
«To ſquander it idly like aTes aſhore.” | 
Such lubbers their jaw would coil up, could they 
meaſure, | | 
By their feeling, the gen 'rous delight without 


ond, 
That 
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That gives birth in us tars to that trueſt of pleaſure 
The handling our rhino to ſuccour a friend. 


Why what's all this nonſenſe they talk of & pother 
All about right's of man, what a plague are 
2... ey ol | 5 . 
If they mean that each man to his meſsmate's a 
brother. 
Why the lubberly ſwabs, ev'ry fool can tell that. 
The right's of us Britons we know's to be loyal, 
In our country defence our laſt moments we 
ſpend, | | 
To * oh to the ears to protect the blood royal, 
To = _ to our wives—and to ſuccour a 
riend. 5 45 


IRISH DRINKING SONG, 
Written by Mr. DiBDEN. 


F the ancients its ſpeaking my ſoul would be 


( ) -. after, 
at they never got how come you ſo? 
"you ſariouſly make the good folks die with 
aughter, 1 
To be ſure their dog's tricks we don't know. 
With your ſmalliliow nonſenſe, and all your queer 
boerns, | 
Since whiſkey's a liquor divine. | 
To be ſure the old ancients, as well as the moderns 
Did not love a ſly ſup of good wine. 


Apicius and Z/Eſop, as authors aſſure us, 
Would ſwig till as drunk as a beaſt, 
Den what do you think of that rogue Epicurus? 
Was not he a right good hand at a feaſt? 
With your ſmalliliow, &c. 
Alexander 
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Alexander = Great, at- his banquets who drank 
ha 
When he no more worlds can ſubdue, 
Shed tears to be ſure, but *twas tears of the 
tankard, 
To refreſh him—and pray would not you ? 
Wid your ſmalliliow, &c. 


Den dat tother old fellow they called Ariftotle, 
Such a devil of a tippler was he, 
T hat ane night, having taken too much of hiv - 
ottle, | 


The tact ſtagger'd into the ſea. 
4 Wid your ſmallilio w, &c. 


Don they made what they call of their wine a 
libation. 
Which as all authority quotes, 
They threw on the ground, muſha what bodera- 
tion, 
To _ twas not thrown down their throats 
Wid your ſmalliliow, &. 


HUMANITY COT.. 
r horns, and of echos, chat through the wood 


e of nfm of ſpunk, and of foul;.. 


ay. {porting boxes let other bards 
11 bull for the chaſe op. euer ne 


TU IS TSS) 


' chorv%;.. 


you of ſportamen a true and tried knot, 
hotoort a * box call d Humanity“ Dot. 


Leun th 942 op a 
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Is honour in danger, worth ſunk by its fears 
On thoſe courſers their wiſhes they're born, 
To hunt vice to the tilt, and to dry virtues tears 
As the ſun melts the due of the morn. 3 


CHORUS.. 


Then qoĩin of true ſportſmen ſo noble a knot 
The good lads that inhabit Humanity's Cor. 


What chaſe a delight can more glorious yield, 
Than to hunt in ſo noble a track ? 

Vice and folly the game, wide creation the field, 
And the votries of honour the pack 


CHORUS, 


Rejoice then ye | ſportſmen who' re thrown by 
fates lot, 
Mongſt the lads that inhabit Humauiey' s Cot. 


_—_— _ their toil, with life's comforts en 
or” 
Reflection their food gives a zeſt, 
Health ſeaſons the viand that fmnokes on the CIA} 
A clear conſcience i invites them reſt. 


CHORUS, . 


And ſweet are the ſſumbers that fall to the lot 
Of che lads that inhabit Humunity's Cot. 8 


Then let each, Engliſh ſportſman theſe maxims 
embrace, 


Who the ſpoils of true tionour would ſhare, 
All that noxious to hunt to the tolls in life's chaſe, 
Al that's harmleſs and uſeful to ſpare, 


CHORYS, 


80 the bleſſings eh makeup e 


And = ſporting box vio with Humanity's Cot. 
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O'ER THE mn gore RD HILL S. 
ER the vine-cover'd hills and gay regions of 


France, 

See the Day-Star of LI BET riſe; 

Through the clouds of detraction unwearied ad- 
van ce, 

And hold its — through the ſkics f 
An effulgence fo mild, with a luftre ſo bright, 

All Europe with wonder ſurveys; 
And from deſerts ot darkneſs, and dungeons ot; 

8 night, "13 

Contends for a ſh are of the blaze. 


Let Burks, like a bat, from its ſplendour retite, 
A ſplendour too ſtrong for his eyes: 

Let pedants and fools his effuſions admire, 
Intrapt in his cobwebs like flies. 

Shall phrenzy and ſophiſtry hope to prevail, 
When Rx ason oppolcs its weight, 

When the welfate o milliohs is ung in the ſc ale, 
And the balance yet trembles with fate? 


Ah! who ' midſt the horrors of night would abide, 
That can taſte the pure breezes of morn? | 
Or ppg tha that has d 


feculent flood would return? 
When the . of Beauty the eee _— 
| Ah Whoa} ts js tranſports declined, |. 1 | 
Then who that has taſted. of Linear s ſweets, 
The \PAIZE but) With 14rsz would relign? + : 
But its over High . the deciſion approves! ) 
OPePpRESS) wth as*ftroggled in vain! 


To the Hell "ſhe has fogus SVUPERST * 
„removes, 1 a * —_ 


And TYRANNY gnaws Its own. chain 


10 
. 3 


— — — ſg | 
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of the cryſtalline tide, i, 
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In the record of Time a, new ra unfoJds— 
All Nature exulfsinis.birth ; x » 

The CREATOR benign his Creation beholds, 
And gives a new CHARTER to Earth, 


Q catch its high import, ye winds! as ye blow, 
O bear it, ye waves | as ye roll. 

From regions that feel the Sun's vertical glow, 
To the fartheſt extremes of the Pole. 


Equal Corky equal RiouTs, to the Nations 


around 
px AR and Farenpenty their precepts impart; 
And ame the foot flops of Man ſhall bo 
oun 
May he vinD the Dzcazz on his HEART! 


— — 


SATURDAY NIGHT; | 
OR, WIVE'S AND SWEETHEARTS;- 
Written by Mr. Drzpen. | 


| leavethe ſhore, 
Vu 


their ſight no more; 


But this s all a notion, bold Jack can't * 8 


dome die upon the ocean, and ſome on lands - 
Then fince tis clear, howe er we ſteer, 
No man's life's'at his c 


Let tempeſts-how!, and billows roll, and danger 


reſs, g | 
$, Of hf, in Tit, ther ar me Jos ws Joly ar 
| For Bets night fill bo d ink 
comes | 

to Fal and Beſs. 15 vt en 


*- 


1 we vent' rous die- hards, when we 
ſhould mourn, leſtrye return ta bleſs - 
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One ſeaman hands the ſails, another htaves the log, 
The purſer ſwops our pay for ſlops, the landlord 
fills us grog. 
Thus each man to his ſtation, to keep life's ſhip in 
trim, 
What argufies noration, the reſt is fortunes whim; 
Cheerly my hearts, then play your parts, 
' Boldly refort to ſink or ſwitn, 
The mighty ſurge, may ruin urge, and danger 
preſs, &c, | 


For all the world's juſt like the ropes aboard a ſhip, 
Each man's rlag'd out, u veſſel ſtout, to take for 
; tife u trip a 
The ſhrouds, the ſtays, and braces, are joys, and 
hopes, and fears, 
The halliard, ſheets, and traces, juſt as each paſ- 
ſion veers; 
And whim prevails, direct the ſails, 
As on the ſea of life he ſteers, $3) 
Then let the ſtorm, heav'n's face deſorm, and dan- it 
ger prels, &c. 2 


— . . ——_— 


„ 


THE TRIUMPH OF VENUS. : 
By Caſuain Moa xs. e 


HO' Bacchus may boaſt of his care killing bowl W434 

And folly in thought-drowning revelsdelight, MW 

Sue worſhip, alas] hath no charms for the ſoul, | | ( 
When ſofter devotion the ſenſes Invite,” 1 
To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 14 
His portion M oblivious a balm may beſtow-;- 1 
But to fancy that feeds on the charms of the fair. 
The death of reflection's the birth of all woe-+ 1 
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What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
What riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 
For the tear that bedews ſenfibility's ſhrine, 

Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 
The tender exceſs that enamours the heat 
Jo few is imparted—to millions deny'd; 


Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 


And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my 
' doom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joys and its ftrife ; 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom, | 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life 


| | 
Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight, 
The magic illufions that raviſh the ſoul; : 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delights 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl, 
Then deep will I drink of the nect ar divine. 
Nor &er, jolly god | from the Banquet remove 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 


That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and ſweeten d 


by love. 


— IE 


A LESSON Or LOVE. 
Tune, Go on; he gay Munten, c. Cc. 
VE Lexicon Critics, whie claſſical pride, 


Plain ſenſe and plain Engliſh, as modefns - 


” deride ;. : 
Yet Woman, dear 'Woaan ! your minds-could 


Turn ſtudents to lier, take a Leſſon of - Lave.. 
| Ye 


. . 
aaa 2 & 
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| Ye ruſtics who burſt from the arms of embrace, 
To Beauty's prefer the rude joys of the chace ; 
So ſavage a practice no more you'll approve, 
When once you have practis'd 12 of Love. 


At me" ye topers, when bump'ring your 
toaſt, 

Be careful of who, and to whom tis your boaſt; 

If the tythe of thoſe joys you pretend ye cou'd 
prove, | ö 

Wine wou'd not have power to wean you from 


Ye ſoldiers who ruſh thro' the rough work of 
war, 

As Stateſmen may ſcheme, or as Sovereigns jar, 

Engagements more glorious at home ye may 


prove, 
So ſet up your ſtandards and liſt under Love. 


Ye buly in traffick, whoſe cent. per cent. lives, 
Can eſtimate juſtly all worth —but your wives ; 
While th' intereſts for trade you ſo anxious 
improve, | V. 
You * their demands, and are bankrupts to 
ove, 


The life of a man is Inquietude's reign, it 

6 Care, dullneſs, n and pain; 
But claſp the fond , thoſe ills ſhe Il remove, 
Such witchcraft has woman! ſuch magic is Love/ | 


i Ce 
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SONG: THE LAST; 


os, EPILOGUE. 

5 By G. A. STEVENS. 
Tune - Laura's Song in the Chaſilet. 
HE Wits were wont, in ancient times, 
To eſtimate their age by rhimes, 

„ A A ballad was their ſchooling, 

We moderns may, perhaps, be wrong, 
If not lieu, alſo, a Song Ec 
| May fit us for our Fooling. 


Imprimis, there's the Men of State, 
But, hold! 1'11 let alone the Great, 
| Leſt I ſhou'd gain a ſchooling, 
For Greatne/s was not form'd for Poet | 
Tho” ſome folks greatly make their court, 
Buy greatly, greatly Fooling, 


We play the Fool. we act the H//e, 
We bare fac'd walk, or wear diſguise, 
As hofes and fears are ruling ; 
And yet, with all our deep-laid wiles, | 
From Jane Notes to Tom o' Stiles. 
| What is it all but Feoling ? 


Tf men will think, if-men will ſee, 
That all this 75, —or not to be, 

Is as we're hot, or cooling; 
To-day on Expectation's wing. 
To- morroto off, tis not the thing. 


What is the thing ?—why Fooling. 


Fool on, fool on, for at beſt, | 
Is but haltf-bred, *twixt cry and jeſt, 
| As Chance, not Reaſon's ruling; 
To Chance we owe our rights and wrongs, 
To CHrance I dedicate theſe Songs, 
A Ballad-maker's Fooling. 


\ 
I 
E 
C 
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THE MUFFIN MAN. 
Sung by Mr. DIGHTON at Sadler's Wells. 


\ \ 7 AILE your opera ſquallers fine verſes are ſinging, 
Of heroes and poets, and ſuch like humguffins; 
While the world'srunning round like a mill in full ſail, 
I ne're bother my head with what other folks ail; 
But careleſs and friſky my bell I keep ringings 
And walk about merrily crying my muffins, | 
Chorus. ) Lilly-white muffins, O rare crumpets, ſmoaking 
hot York ſhire cakes, hot loaves and charming cakes, one 
a-penny, two a-penny, Yorkſhire cakes. 


What matters to me, if great folks run a gadding, 
For politics, faſhion. or ſuch botheration, 
Let them drink as they brew, while I merily bake ; 
For though I ſell muffins, Pm not ſuch a cake 
To let other fools fancies e'er ſet me a madding, 
Or burthen my thoughts with the cares of che nation. 


Speaks, } What have 1 to do with politicians ?—and as for 
your ef cakes - every body knows they are 
ought and ſold all over the nation no, no, it's 

enough for me to cry Lilly white, &c. 


Let ſailors and ſoldiers contending for glory, | | 
Delight in the rattle of drums and of trumpets, 

Undertakers get living by other folks dying, 

While actors make money by laughing or crying: 

Let lawyers with quizzes and quiddities bore ye, 
It's nothing to me, while I'm crying my crumpets, 

Speaks. }) What do I care for lawyers? a'nt I a baker, 

and Maſter of the Rolls myſelf :---droll enough, too, 

for a Maſter of the Rolls to be crying--- Lilly white, &c. 


* 


ON ANEW- MADE LORD. 
From Peter Pindar. 


HE carpenters of ancient Greece, 
Although they . of wood a ſtubborn 
Nee, | Not 


= $6, It 


Not fit to make a block... yet, very odd 
No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 
Becauſe of this ſame ſtubborn ſtuff they made 

| A damn'd good God 
Thus, of the Lower Houſe, a ſtupid wretch, 
Whoſe mind to A. B. C..can ſcarcely ſtretch, 
Shall, by a Monarch's all-creative word, 
Become & very decent Lord. 


— — — 


ON RESENTMENT. 
From the ſame. 
1 on a worm he ſhows his rage and 
pain, 


— turning on the wounding toe again: 
Jay ev'n inanimates appear to feel?“ 
On the looſe „one, if chance direct your heel, 
Lo! from its womb the ſudden ſtream aſcends, 
To prove the foot was not among its friends; 
An calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 

O'er the fair ſtocking ſpouts the ſable flood, 


| THE STORY. OF 1 
A COUNTRY BUMPKIN AND A PERI PA- 
TETIC RAZOR-SELLER. 


From P. Pindar. 


FELLOW in a market town, 
Moſt mufical, cried razors up and down, 
nd ofter'd twelve for eighteenpence; 
Which certainly ſeem'd wond'rous cheap, 
And for the money, quite a heap, 
As ey'ry man wou'd buy, with caſh and ſenſe. 
| A Country 
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A country bumpkin the great offer heard; 

Poor Hodge, who ſuffer' by a broad black beard, 
That ſeem'da /fhoe-bry/h ſtuck beneath his noſe, 

With cheerfulneſs the eighteenpence he paid, 

And 1 to himſelf, in whiſpers, ſaid, 
„This raſcal ſtole the razors, I ſuppoſe.” 


„No matter if the fellow be a knave, 
6+ Provided that the razors fave; 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize :” 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went, 
Smiling, in heart and foul content, | 
And quickly ſoap'd himſelf to ears and eyes. 


Being well lather'd, from a-diſh, or tub, 
Hodge now began with grinning pains: to grub, 
Juſt like a hedger cutting furze : 
"Twas a vile razor l. . then the reſt he try'd— ' 
All were impoſtors.... ... Ah, Hodge figh'd ! 
' « I with my eighteenpence within my purſe,” 


In vain to chaſe his beard, and bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and ſtamp'd, and 
ſwore, | 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blaſphem'd, and made 
wry faces, 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er. 


His MvuzzLE form'd of EPF n ſtuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, wou'd not loſe its ruff; — 
So kept it... .. laughing at the ſteel and ſuds: 1 
Hodge, in a paſſion, ſtretch'd his angry jaws, A 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, .  * mnüH 
On the vile CKEAT that ſold the goodde. 
« Razors J. ... a damn'd confounded dog — \ | 
Not fit to ſcrape a bog” | .* 
2 ; 


Hodge 


'( 198 ) 
Hodge ſought the fellow ....found him, and . 
P'rhaps, Maſter Razor-rogue, to you tis fun, 
That people flay themſelves out of their lives: 
os 9 05 raſcal......for this hour have I been grub- 
ing, | 5 
* Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a ſcrubbing. 
With razors juſt like oyſter knives. | 
L Sjrrah! I tell you, you're a knave, 
* To cry up razors that can't vu 


Friend,“ quoth the razor-man, I'm not a 
knave: f | 
As for the razors you have bought, 
Upon my foul I never thought 
That they would have.” | 


Not think they'd ſhave !” quoth Hodge, with 
wond”ring eyes, + 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell; 
What were they made for then, you dog? he 


cCries 
* Made!” quoth the fellow, with a ſmile,. — 
4 to ſell.” 
CON TENT. 


From the ſame, 


ONTENT can viſit e ſpider'd room, 
To with the coarſe ruſh mat and birchen 
room ; 
Where parents, children, feaſt on oaten bread, 
With cheeks as round as apples, and as red; | 
rt health with vigour nerves their backs and 
ams, 
Sweet ſouls, tho? ragged as young colts or rams; 
Where calmly ſleep the parents with their darlings, 
Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as W 
| aft. u 


SP 
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Lull'd to their reſt, beneath the coarſeſt rugs, 
Dead to the bitings of a thoulatiUhugs. © 


ConTENT, mild maid! delights in im’ things, 
And envies not the ſtate of Queens or Kings; 
Can dine on ſheep's head, or a dith of broth 
Without a table or a tablecloth; _ | 

Nor wiſhes, with the faſhionable group, 


To vifit Horton's ſhop for turtle ſoup; 


Can uſe a bit of packthread for a jack. 
And fit upon a chair without a back : 


Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 


And uſe a wooden ſkewer for a fork. 
Sweet maid ! who thinks not ſhoes of- leather 
ſhocking, - | 
Nor feels the horrors in a worſted ſtocking ; 
Her temper mild, no huckaback can ſhock, 
Though for her lovely limbs it forms a ſmock; 
Pleas'd with the nat'ral curls her face that ſhade; 
No graves are robb'd for hair to make a braid: 
Her breaſt of native plumpneſs'ne'er aſpires 
To ſwelling merry thoughts of gauze as wires, 
To look like crops of ducks, (with labour born) 


Stretch'd by a ſuperfluity of corn. 


With Nature's hips, ſhe ſighs not for cor“ rumſis, 

And ſcorns the-pride of pinching ſtays or jumps; 

But pleas'd from whalebone priſons to eſcape,' 

She truſts to ſimple nature ſor a ſhape; 

Without a warmingpan can go to bed, 

And wrap her petticoat about her head ; 

Nor ſigh for: cobweb caps of Mecklin lace, 

That ſhade; of quality the varniſh'd face: 

Sweet Nymph, Fe ves, ſhe ſeeks her ſtraw- 
built neſt, 1 

And in a pair of minutes is undreſt; 

Whilſt all the faſhionable female clans, 

Undreſſing, ſeem unloading caravans. Wa 
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THE PARSON, THE SQUIRE, AND THE 
: 12 | SPANIEL: £ n 


5 A Tale : from Peter Pindar. 
\ Gentleman poſleſs'd a fav'rite ſpaniel; 
This 


That never treated maid or man ill : 
dog, of whom we cannot too much ſay, 


Got from his godfather the name of Tray. 


After ten years of ſervice juſt, * 
Tray, like the race of mortals, ſought the duſt - 
That is to ſay, the ſpaniel died: | 
A coffi n then was order'd to be made, 
The dog was in the churchyard laid, 
And o' er his pale remains the maſter cry'd. 


Lamenting much his. truſty fur-clad friend, 
And willing to commemorate his end, 5 
He rais'd a ſmall blue ſtone, juſt after burial, 
And weeping, wrote on it this ſweet memorial : 


% Here reſt the relics of a friend below, 

Bleſt with more ſenſe than half the folks I know; 
Fond of his caſe, and to no parties prone, 

He damn'd no ſect, but calmly gnaw'd his bone; 
Perform'd his functions well in ev'ry way : 
Bluſh, CHRIS TIANS, iF you can, and copy Tray.“ 


The Curate of the Huntingtonian band, 

Rare breed of goſpel hawks that ſcour the land, 
And fierce on fins, their quarry, fall, | 
Thoſe locuſts, that-would eat us all : 


Men who, with new invented, patent eyes, 
See Hrav'n, and all the _ in the ſkies; 
As plain as in the box of ſhowman Swiſs, 
For little Maſter made, and curious Miſs, 1 
: C. 


Oo onus | nl wn * 
| Ur 


. 


We ſee with huge delight the King of France 
With all his Lords and Ladies dance: 


This Curate heard th' affair with deep emotion, 
And thus exclaim'd, with infinite devotion : 
„ O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! O Lord! 


Fine doings theſe, upon my word 


* This truly is a very pretty thing 
„What will become of this moſt ſhocking: 
world? 
* How richly ſuch a rogue deſerves to ſwing, 
And then to Satan's hotteſt flames be hurl'd 


« Oh! by this damned deed how I am hurried ' 
A dog in chriſtian ground be: buried ! 
And have an epitaph forſooth ſo civil: 
„ Egad! Old Maids will preſently be found 
« Clapping their dead ram cats in holy ground, 
And writing verſes on each mouſing devil.“ 


Againſt ſuch future caſualty. providing, 
The Prieſt ſat off, like Homer's Neptune, ſtriding, 
Vowing to put the culprit in the Court; 
He found him at the ſpaniel's humble grave, 
Not praying. neither ſinging of a ſtave ; 
And thus began t' abu/e him—not exhort— 


Son of the Devil, what has thou done? 

Nought for the action can atone — 23.38 
* I ſhould not wonder if the great Allwiſe 

„Quick darted down his lightning all fo red, 

„ And daſh'd to earth that wretched head, 1 
„% Which dar'd ſo foul, ſo baſe an act deviſe. 


. | | kD 
„ Bury a dog like chriſtian folk !— Ne 
None but the fiend of darkneſs cou'd provoke 2 


A man to perpetrate a deed ſo odd : 
« Qur Inquiſition ſoon the tale ſhall hear; 


d 


4 
* 
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„ And quickly your fine fleece ſhall ſheer; 
Why, ſuch a villian can't believe in God.” 


« Softly ! my rey'rend Sir,” the ſquire replied— 
Tray was as good a dog as ever died 
No education could his morals mend 
And, what, perhaps, Sir, you may doubt, 
“ Before his lamp of life went out, 
« He order'd you a-legacy, my friend.” 


Did he ?.. poor dog! the ſoften'd prieſt rejoin'd, 

In accents pitiful and kind; — 

„What! was it Tray? I'm ſorry for poor Tray: — 
Why truly, dogs of ſuch rare merit, | 
© Such real nobleneſs of ſpirit, 

« Should not like common dogs be put away— 


« Well! what was it that he gave, 
© Poor fellow ! ere he ſought the grave? 
] gueſs I may put confidence, Sir, in ye.“ — 
A piece of gold,” the gentleman reply'd— 
I'm much oblig'd to Tray,“ the Parſon cry'd ; 
So left God's cauſe, and pocketed the guinea, 


THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEASE. 
A true Story, From the ſame. 


Brace of ſinners, for no good, 

A Were ordered to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 
10 at Loretto dwelt, in wax, ſtone wood, 
And in a fair white wig, look'd wond'rous fine. 


Fifty long miles had thoſe ſad rogues to travel, 
With ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than 
gravel ; | 
In. 


(62 
In ſhort, theit toes, ſo gentle, to amu/e, 
The prieſt had order'd peaſe into their ſhoes : 


A noftrum, famous in old popiſh times 
For purifying fouls that ſtunk with crimes, 
A {ſort of Apoſtolic ſalt, 
That Popiſh parſons for its pow'rs exalt 
For keeping fouls of ſinners ſweet, 
Fuſt as our kitchen ſalt keeps meat. 


The knaves ſate off on the ſame day, 

Peaſe in their ſhoes, to go and pray; 

But very diff rent was their ſpeed, I wot; 
One of the ſinners gallop'd on, 

Light as a bullet from a gun; 


The other limp'd as if he had been ſhot. 


Ont ſaw the VIROIN ſoon....peccavi cried— 
Had his ſoul whitewaſh'd all fo clever; 

Then home again he nimbly hied, | 
Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 


In coming back, however, let me ſay, 

He met his brother rogue, about half way— 

TR witlr out-ſtretch'd bum and bending 
nees ; | 

Damning the ſouls and bodies of the peaſe; | 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in ſweat, 

Deep ſympathizing with his grouning feet. 


„How now!” the light*toed, white-waſh'd pil- 
grim broke — | | 


« My feet, once hard as any rock, 
« Are now as ſoft as blubber. 


« Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that [ ſwear, 


As for Loretto I ſhall not get there: No! 


« You lazy lubber!“— 8 OR tk 
« Ods curſe it.“ cried the other, “ "tis no e 


ä 
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No! to the Dev'l1my ſinful ſoul muſt ga 
For damme if I ha'nt loſt every too. 


« gut, brother ſinner, do explain 
« How tis that you are not in pain; 
« What Pow'r hath work'd a wonder for your- 
toes: 
« Whilſt Z, juſt like a ſnail. am crawling, 
Now ſwearing, now on Saints devoutly bawling, 
 « Whilſt not a raſcal comes to eaſe my woes? 


% How is 't that you can like a grey hound go, 
6 Merry, as if that nouglit had happer:'d; burn- 
| e 1. | 
« Why,” cried the other, grinning, © you muſt 
#$now, 
% That juſt before I ventur'd on my journey, 
Jo walk a little more at caſe, 


„I took the liberty to boil my heaſe,” 


— 


THE JEWESS AND HER SON. 
From Peter Pindar. 


OOR Miſtreſs Levi had a luckleſs ſon, 
Who ruſhing to obtain the formoſt ſeat, 
In imitation of th* ambitious 2 

High from the gall'ry, ere the play begun, 

He fell all plump into the pit, 

Dead in a minute as a nit: 
In ſhort, he broke his pretty Hebrew neck; 
Indeed and very dreadful was the wreck 


The mother was diſtracted, raving wild— 
Shriek'd, tore her hair, embrac'd and kiſs'd her 


child— 
Afflidted 


( og ) 
Afflicted ev ry heart with grief around: 
Soon as the ſhow'r of tears was ſomewhat paſt, 


And moderately calm th” hyſteric blaſt, 
She caſt about her eyes in thought profound: 


And being with a faving knowledge bleſs'd, 

She thus the playhouſe manager addreſs'd :; — 

„ Sher, Pm de moder of de poor Chew lad, 

© Dat meet miſhfartin here fo bad— 

Sher, I muſs haf de ſhilling back, you know, 
„% Aſs Moſes haf nat fee de ſhow.” 


THE POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY 


FORT, 
From the ſame. 


OOR $01.D1ER, after many a dire campaign, 
Drawn mangled from the gory hills of ſlain, 
Perhaps the foul of Bellifarius ine; 

Why with a tatter'd coat along the ſhore, 
Where Octan ſeems to heave a pitying roar, 

Why do I ſee thee thus negleQed pine? 
Poor wretch ! along the ſands condeinn'd to go, 

And join a hungry dog, or famiſh'd cat, 

A Pig; a gull, a cormorant, a crow, 
n queſt of crabs, a muſcle, or a ſprat! 
Now, at night's awful, pale, and filent noon, 

Along the beach | ſee thee lonely creep, 
Beneath the pafling ſolitary moon, 

A ſpectre ſtealing 'mid the world of ſleep. 
Griev'd at thy channel d cheek, and hoary hair, 
And quiv'ring 
And hollow gelid orbs that dimly ſtare, 

Thou piteous pentioner upon the ſtorm. 


The 


lip, I mark thy famith'd form, 
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The Mvsx's handkerchief ſhall wipe thine eye, 
And bring ſweet Hops to ſooth the mournful figh- 
Deſerted Hero | what! condemn'd to pick, 


With wither'd, palſy'd, ſhaking, wounded | 


hand, 
Of wrecks, alas ! the melancholy ſtick, 
Thrown by the howling tempeſt on the ſtrand? 


. Glean'd with the very hand that graſp'd the ſword, 


To guurd the throne of Bxr1TAin's8acrRED Lorn! 


While Cow a Rn1ct at home, from danger ſhrinks, 
And on an Empire's vitals eats and drinks. 


Heav*ns! let a ſpept and rambling ſhot 

Touch hut a Prince's hat or coat, | 
Fxpanded are the hundred mouths of FAME; 

Whilſt braver thouſands (but untitled wretches) 

Swept by the ſword, ſhall drop like paltry vetches, 
Their fate unpitied, and unheard their name 


Poor Soldier ! is that ſtick to make a fire, 
To warm thyſelf, and wife, and children dear? 
Where is the goodly Duke—ot Coals the *SqQuiRE, 
Whoſe heart hath melted oft at Mis' R v's tear? 


Sad vet'ran ! is that coat thy ragged AL I.? 

Sport of the ſaucy winds and ſoaking rain 
For this has CouR AGE fac'd the flying ball ? 

For this has bleeding Brav'ry preſs'd the plain? 


$ 
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- FRAGMENTS. 
From the ſame. 


O! into life againſt my will I tumbled, 
And, ſays my nurſe, I made a horrid clattef; 
c 


'd, ſprawl'd, and ſputter'd, gap'd, and cry'd, 
and grumbled, 
Quite angry, ſeemingly, with mother Nature: 
Who, Queen-like, thinking all ſhe does is right, 
gainſt my wiſhes lugg'd me into light; 
And what is harder, and worſe manners ſtill, 
She'll kick me out of it againſt my will. 


Wodd os who made the world look down, and 
ay, | 
a Pater, wilt” live on earth a thouſand years?” 
“Lord, Lord,” I ſhould delighted roar away, 
Ten thouſand, if to thee it meet appears.” 
« So long | what for?” the Deity might cry, 
240 great Divinity,” quoth T, 
A thouſand reaſons ; principally one, 
To ſee the preſent Prince ot Wales, 
Whom-many an aſpic tongue aſſails, 
Aloft on Britain's envied throne; 
Where half the monarchs that have ſat before, 
Have only fat to eat, and drink, and ſnore ; 
To damn the credit of the age, 
And load with folly hiſt'ry's bluſhing page.” 


T GENERAL 
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GENERAL FAST. 
| BY W. C. 
HO) ballad-making I do not profeſs, 
1 


I've patch'd one up in a rough ſort of dreſs, 


nd hope at the attempt no Cit'zen will frown, 
Tho' 'tis humm'd to the ftale tune of 
Brick Down derry down, 


O Generals great long the world has been bor'd, 

Thoſe heroes of hiſt'ry, by folly ador'd, 

Of Brunſwick, of Wurmſer, and all that are paſt, 

"Mong the general lump we'll claſs General Faſt. 
| Derry down, &c. 


The ſmoaking firloin, long our anceſtors pride, 
With the pretty plumb-pudding hot by its fide, 
Mutt (O! ſacra Dieu ) from our boards be caſt, 


And our ballies humbugg'd by General Faſt. 


Derry down, &c. 


* Arrah, who is this General?“ Paddy doth cry, 
Having juſt wet his throat with a of ' th” eye, 


* 'Thro' all England I've been, and, *mong ſinner 


and ſaint, 


Devil a General met I but General Complaint. 


Derry down, &c. 


Poor Tatty next cries, who from Currw ne'er 
flinch'd, _ 
% Got's plutter, for what muſt hur pelly pe pinch'd? 
Does our Rev'rend Biſhops who fit on the pench, 
Think, that ſtarving hur cuts will kill all the 
French?” | 


Derry down, &c. 
Honeſt 
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P.onelt Moſes, a chief of the circumcis'd claſs, 
Says, Good Mathter Chrittian, for vat do 
you faſht? 
Vat! faſht for to 4¼% / you muſt be miſhtaken ! 
Before I vill faſht, I'll dine upon bacon.” 
Derry down, &c. 


Thus the Jew, who himſelf has no reliſh for pork, 
(I mean when he can't get a ſlice on his fork) 
Cries, N Oh Johnny Bull, you're too ſtupid by 
h 
Indeed Maſhter Bull, you're no more dan a calf.” 
Derry down, &c. 


Squire Quorum he deals out his mandates to-day, 


That ev'ry foul in his pariſh ſhall faſt and ſhall 


pray, 

To the church he prooyeds, with his prominent 
paunch, 

When pray'rs ended, he fits favaly down to his 
haunch. 


Derry down, &c. 


The vicarial incumbent (incumbrance L mean) 
Will preach to his flock of our good *K— and 


9 
Tell à tale of a tub, about bleſſings ſo dear, 
That coſt us no more than a million a year; 
Derry down, &c. 


A million ! exclaims a demociatical dog, 
A ſwine, or, in plainer ſpeaking, a hog 
Without meanin treaſon, or any thing ſuch, 
Between thee and me — tis a million to- 
Derry down, * 
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The round-belly'd Rector to-day mounts the Fo- 


rum, | 
After bumping three bottles with a brace ef the 
| quorum, 
Then talks of religion, and loyalty dear, 
His King—nay his God—is a thouſand a year. 
Derry down, &c. 


* Thoſe atheiſts,” he cries, ( thoſe prieſt-plague- 


dogs, 
66 Those Ne worſe, thoſe eaters of 
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* Thoſe fons of ſedition, the curs'd /ans culottes, | 
„We'll make em all Chriſtians by—cutting their 
© throats. 
Derry down, &c. 


Says Ralph unto Thomas—* if to- d ay thou does 


doine, 
© Thov'll ſurely . for a French Jacoboine, . 
C And thou fits down, y Gadlin, to 2 thing 


hot, 
Thou 'll be worſe by the haulf than the gun- 
 peawder-plot !”? 
Derry down, 6 


« prithee, ſays Thomas, © donna thou preate, 

* 1 mun A faſt, Realph, who has nothing 
to cate ; 

« But to boite a lile bit is ſurely no treaſon, 

In a luncheon, our parſon lays, there's truth 


and reaſon.” 
Derry down, &c. 


« Truth and Reaſon ''' cries Ralph, in a terrible 


ut, 

2 Ribe now, Tummas, mind what thour't 
about 

« Or 
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« Or thov'lt fartainly get ina confounded lurch, 
„% By gadlin, I'll ſwear thou'rt no friend to the 
Church!“ 


Derry down, &ec. 
The Church may be one thing—and Reaſon ane- 


ther — | 
The Truth is—that man unto man is a Brother ; 
And ſo long as man as Reaſon to boaſt, 
May — 2 be aſham'd to give Truth for his 
toaſt ! | | 
Derry down, &c. 


Then let ev'ry fa/? friend to Freedom here come, 

Stick faf? to this Truth—that Vaſting's a hum ; 

And whether my ſong meets the bays or the birch, 

Here's Reaſon and Truth—in ſpite of the Church ! - 
| erry down, &c, 
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